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under the brine 
by bonesandthebees (bonesandcact1) 


Summary 


Wilbur s breathing hitched as he looked into the pale eyes of the dead boy. Unlike before, his 
lips were no longer blue, and there was no more seaweed stuck in his blonde curls. He was 
sitting up now, the waves soaking the bottom of his pants as he sat on the sand across from 
Wilbur. 


“You- žá 


“T’m not dead, Wil,” the boy said, the words tumbling out of him in a rush. “I’m not dead, 
don t fucking listen to them when they say I’m dead because I’m not. You know I’m not!” 


“I-I saw your body,” Wilbur stammered, unsure of how the dead boy knew his name. 


“Its not me! I don t know what the fuck that thing was, but I’m not dead! You can feel it, can t 
you?” The boy pleaded, his voice cracking as he started crawling on the sand towards 
Wilbur. “You have to save me, Wil. Please, you need to get me out of here!” 


or, Wilbur finds a dead body at the beach, and that's only the start of his problems. 


or or, crimeboys enjoyers just trust me on this I gotchu 


Notes 


hello hello I come bearing another one of my 'mini' fics for you all! 


if you've been reading my stuff for a while you know the drill, this thing is already written in 
it's entirety and I'll post one chapter every other day so make sure to subscribe to keep up 
with it! 


anyway I've been wanting to write something horror-based forever, I recently read devil town 
by hoorayy and it really got me into the horror writing urge so that's how this came about! 
(that's a great fic btw if you wanna read it i highly highly recommend it) 


okay anyway TWs for this chapter: descriptions of a dead body, mention of throwing up 


hope you guys enjoy! 


the ocean's gift 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Wilbur was never one to take early morning walks, but it was never too late to try something 
new. 


At least, that’s what he thought to himself as he walked down the rocky shore, the sky pale 
with the promise of dawn as he fumbled to get a cigarette out of his pocket. 


The horizon was edged with pink and orange, the sky above his head quickly shifting from 
grey to blue as the sun began to peek its face over the water. The ocean itself was choppy this 
morning, the waves a steely shade, lapping over the beige sand with a little too much 
enthusiasm for Wilbur’s liking. 


He stepped back right before another wave crashed against his boots. Then, once he was sure 
he was out of the splash zone, he went back to focusing on his cigarette. 


His fingers trembled in the icy morning air as he put his cigarette between his lips. Reaching 
into the pocket of his coat, he took out his scratched lighter, having to flick it a few times to 
get the flame to catch. Then, the cigarette was lit, and Wilbur’s shoulders dropped in relief as 
his throat was warmed by the bitter smoke. 


In and out. In and out. Wilbur matched the drags he took with the rhythm of the waves. It was 
strangely calming, and Wilbur wondered why he didn’t do this sort of thing more often. 


Well, he knew why. It was rare for him to be awake before ten in the morning. Let alone 
awake before sunrise. More often than not, if he was awake when the sun was rising, it was 
because he pulled an all-nighter. 


But he hadn’t pulled an all-nighter last night. All he’d done was sit on his couch, watch some 
movie he couldn’t even remember now, and went to bed at a surprisingly reasonable hour. 
Next thing he knew, it was four in the morning and he was restless in a way he hadn’t been in 
a long time. 


It was like there had been an itch he couldn’t scratch. Something pricking up under his skin, 
urging him to get up and get out of the house. Normally, he was content to spend his 
mornings lounging in his bed, scrolling through his phone until his caffeine craving annoyed 
him enough to get up and make coffee. But this morning, as soon as he opened his eyes, all 
he wanted was to get out of bed. And once he’d done that, he got the urge to go to the beach. 


Wilbur wasn’t unfamiliar with the beach. Sure, it wasn’t his favorite place to spend time, 
considering it was rocky as hell and cold as shit this time of the year. But he’d lived in this 
town for most of his life. He was familiar with everything this place had to offer. 


He’d never enjoyed the beach all that much. But since he’d woken up so early, he figured he 
might as well appreciate the sunrise to its fullest extent. 


So here he was. The sand shifted a bit under his boots with every step, and Wilbur prayed 
silently that he wouldn’t get home to find his socks full of the stuff. Another wave reached 
for his shoes, and Wilbur cursed under his breath as he staggered out of the way. 


“Come on now, we barely know each other,” Wilbur crooned as he looked out at the ocean, 
smirking with the cigarette hanging out of the corner of his mouth. Maybe it was a little 
weird for him to flirt with the literal ocean, but it was funny to him, and it’s not like there was 
anyone else around to see him. 


But actually- 


As Wilbur looked out into the water, he noticed an odd shape floating close to the shore. It 
was lumpy and white. Definitely too misshapen to be an overturned boat, and was far too 
small to be some kind of buoy. 


Reaching up, Wilbur pushed his glasses back down from his hair and onto his nose so he 
could see what that thing was. It still took him a few seconds of blinking, but once his vision 
focused on the object, bile rose in his throat. 


“No fucking way.” 


A wave suddenly pushed the thing closer to the shore, as if the ocean was eager to show 
Wilbur what it had. Wilbur stumbled back as the thing fully washed up onto the beach, 
cigarette falling onto the sand beneath him, and it confirmed exactly what he’d thought he’d 
seen. 


The lumps? Limbs. The white? Skin that had long since lost all signs of life. 


Wilbur found himself staring into a pair of vacant, grey-blue eyes framed by short blonde hair 
turned dark by the water. 


He barely had time to turn away from the dead body before he threw up into the sand. 


v 


Half an hour later, Wilbur found himself sitting on a rock while police swarmed around him 
like flies. 


Officers had put up painfully yellow caution tape all around the shore. Wilbur was told he 
wasn’t allowed to leave until someone questioned him about exactly how he found the body, 
so he was sitting down, waiting for someone to come up to him so he could end his guest 
appearance on fucking Law and Order. 


The sunrise had continued despite Wilbur’s morning plan to enjoy it being completely ruined. 
The sky was now fully blue, the last vestiges of orange and pink having faded away around 
the same time the cops had put the yellow tape up. 


The body was still sitting there. Wilbur kept trying to keep himself from looking at it- him? 
He shouldn’t refer to him as ‘it’. Even if he was dead, that boy had been someone once. Not 
someone Wilbur knew, but someone all the same. 


Every time Wilbur tried to focus on something else—the blue and black uniforms rushing 
around, a seagull cawing loudly overhead, the sound of pictures being taken from looky-loos 
over on the main road—he couldn’t look away from the boy for long. 


He seemed young. Somewhere in his late teens, with a bit of baby fat still hanging on his 
cheeks. His hair had dried in the light of the morning sun, turning it a brilliant shade of gold 
and curling in a way that reminded Wilbur of his own hair. 


That was really the only part of him that had any kind of warmth to it though. His skin was 
almost as white as paper, and his lips were a painful shade of blue. There were some pieces of 
seaweed stuck in his hair, and Wilbur wondered if the police were going to take it off or just 
let it stay there all the way to the morgue. 


One officer was taking pictures of the boy. Even though the man was just doing his job, it 
pissed Wilbur off. Here was a dead kid, and this guy was just flashing a camera at him over 
and over. There was no horror on the photographer’s face. Just the grim acceptance that came 
with having taken hundreds of pictures of dead bodies. 


“Are you the one who called us?” 


Glancing over, Wilbur saw a woman walking over to him. Her hair was split-dyed brown and 
white, the wild, wild curls bouncing with every step she took. Except for her hair though, 
there wasn’t much notable about her. She was wearing slacks and a t-shirt, with the only 
thing telling Wilbur she was an officer being the golden badge she held in her hand. 


Wilbur had seen her around town a few times before, always noticing her unique dye job. 
He’d never spoken to her though, and never would have guessed she was a detective. 


“Um, yeah, that’s me,” Wilbur answered, wincing at how rough his voice sounded. “My 
name is Wilbur Soot.” 


The woman gave him a sympathetic nod. “I’m Detective Puffy Ovis, I just have a few 
questions for you and you’re free to go.” 


Wilbur nodded, brushing off his pants as he pushed to his feet. Now standing, Wilbur could 
see he towered over Puffy, but that didn’t lessen the calm authority she radiated. 


“So when you first saw the body, was it already on the shore, or still out in the water?” She 
asked, taking a pen and notepad out of her pocket. 


“T saw it out in the water and wasn’t sure what it was. Then a wave pushed it onto the shore 
and I realized I was looking at a, well, you know,” Wilbur said, gesturing awkwardly to the 
body. 


Puffy nodded. “What were you doing out here this early in the morning?” 


Wilbur shrugged. “Woke up early and couldn’t fall back asleep, so I figured I might as well 
go see the sunrise.” 


“The sunrises here are really pretty,” Puffy agreed, giving him a soft smile that eased some of 
the tension in his shoulders. “Did you see anyone else out here?” 


“No. It was only me.” And the dead kid, his brain added. 


“You sure? No boats on the water, no figures in the distance, no one at all?” Puffy pushed, 
raising an eyebrow. 


Squirming under her gaze, Wilbur shrugged again. “No, I didn’t see anyone.” 


“Got it. Just want to make sure,” Puffy told him, writing down another note. “Did you touch 
the body at all? Try to perform CPR?” 


Clenching his jaw, Wilbur’s eyes dropped to the ground. He hadn’t even thought of that. The 
minute he realized he was staring at a dead body, he’d panicked and grabbed his phone to call 
the police, and then sat as far away from it as he could while still keeping it in his line of 
sight. 


“Um, no, I didn’t,” Wilbur admitted, shame seeping through his tone. “Should I-” 


“He was long past the point of resuscitation when you found him,” Puffy reassured, as if she 
was reading his mind. “There was nothing you could’ve done to help him. I just need to 
know in case we find any outside DNA on him.” 


Wilbur gulped as his faint knowledge of crime shows hummed in his mind. “Do you think 
someone did this to him?” 


Glancing back at the boy, Puffy sighed and shook her head. “Honestly? No. Although I’ve 
only gotten a brief look over him, I don’t see any cuts or bruises—nothing that shows there 
was a struggle. All signs point to an accidental drowning, but we need to look into all 
possibilities before we make that a final ruling.” 


“That’s... I guess that’s reassuring,” Wilbur muttered. He wasn’t sure what exactly he was 
referring to when he said that. Reassuring that there wasn’t a murderer going around 
drowning teenagers? Or reassuring that he wasn’t stumbling his way into a homicide 
investigation? 


It was probably both. 


“Again, that’s not final, but it’s what it looks like to me,” Puffy said, shoving her hands in her 
pockets. “Have you lived in this town for a long time, Wilbur?” 


Frowning, Wilbur nodded. “Uh, yeah, I’ve lived here for most of my life.” 
“So you’d say you’re familiar with the people who live here?” 


Wilbur nodded again. “Yeah, I’d like to think so.” 


Nodding back, Puffy scribbled something else down in her notepad. 


“Then do you recognize who that boy is?” Puffy then asked, something like hope flickering 
in her gaze. 


His eyes flitted over to the boy again. It was hard to think with the way the beach was 
swarming with people like bees in a hive. Ever since he’d seen the boy, his head had felt like 
it was stuffed with cotton. Like he was a half a second behind everyone else. 


Still, he reached back in his mind to try and check if he’d seen the boy around before. But 
there was nothing clicking. 


“I don’t think so,” Wilbur told her after a beat. 


The hope died from her eyes immediately. “Shit. No one on the force recognizes him so I was 
hoping you might know him.” 


“Do you think he was from out of town?” Wilbur asked, brows furrowing. 


“Possibly? There’s a chance someone from the high school might recognize him, but I’m 
friends with one of the teachers there. I texted him a description and he couldn’t think of 
anyone who fit the bill,” Puffy explained, flipping her notebook shut. “If no one ends up 

being able to identify him, I’m gonna have to reach out to the county. I think he might’ve 
been a runaway.” 


A runaway. A kid looking for a new start, only to wind up dead in the ocean. What shit luck. 
“Poor kid,” Wilbur muttered, his fingers twitching for another cigarette. 


Pursing her lips together, Puffy nodded. “Yeah, poor kid. I hope we can identify him soon.” 
Blinking once more, Puffy then straightened up. “If you want, I can contact you when we 
identify him. His family might want to reach out to thank you for finding him.” 


Now that was a conversation Wilbur wanted to avoid at all costs. He didn’t deserve a thanks 
of any kind. He was just walking along the beach and a dead body washed up in front of him. 
Getting thanked by the kid’s family was the last thing he wanted to come from all this. 


“Uh, no thanks. My uncle is on the force, so I’m sure PI hear it from him,” Wilbur 
explained, giving Puffy a forced smile. 


“Wait, seriously? Who’s your uncle?” Puffy asked, eyes widening. 
“Technoblade.” 

Puffy gasped at this. “Wait, you’re Techno’s nephew? Phil’s kid?” 
The forced smile grew more pained. “Yup, that’s me.” 


“Well shit, Techno said you were tall but he didn’t say you were a tree,” Puffy chuckled, 
exaggerating craning her neck up to meet his eyes. But as quickly as it was there, her laughter 


faded in a second, and then she gave him a saddened look. “I’m sorry we couldn’t have met 
under better circumstances. If you have any questions about how things are going, feel free to 
call the station and ask for me.” 


“Thanks. I'll, uh, keep that in mind.” Wilbur was already edging towards the road. “Does that 
mean I’m free to go?” 


“You're free to go,” Puffy said, waving him off. “Stay safe out there!” 
“Will do,” Wilbur called back, before he all but started running to get to his car. 


Shuffling past the officers and ducking under the caution tape, Wilbur hurried away from the 
beach and towards the dark trees on the edge of the shore. The sand sloped upwards, shifting 
into something rock-like before Wilbur’s boots finally smacked against dark asphalt. 


The parking lot was nestled between the shore, the main road, and the forest that sat right 
next to the beach. That was another reason Wilbur had never bothered to spend much time by 
the water. For reasons he couldn’t really name, the forest had always unsettled him. Dark 
leaves would sway in the salty ocean breeze, the branches would creak every time you 
walked by, and the shadows between the trunks seemed to dance in the comers of Wilbur’s 
vision. 


The forest was fucking creepy. That was the easiest way to put it. 


Ignoring the way it felt like the looming trees were watching him, Wilbur hurried through the 
parking lot and to his car. When he’d gotten here, the parking lot had been deserted. Now, it 
was swamped with police cars and people trying to get a glimpse at what was going on down 
on the shore. 


A few people shot him curious looks as he rushed by them, keeping his head low and hoping 
no one would ask him if he knew what had happened. Thankfully, no one stopped him, and 
soon enough he was slamming the door to his silver sedan. 


And finally, finally, he was alone. 


No cops, no looky-loos, and no dead kid. None of them were watching him anymore, which 
meant he could finally breathe. 


Wilbur took one breath in, trying to convince himself he didn’t feel any eyes on him from the 
forest. Then, he took one breath out, and resisted the urge to glance over his shoulder to 


check if he could see movement in the trees. 


Then, he twisted his key into the ignition, and got out of there as fast as he could. 
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A few hours later, Wilbur found himself engulfed by the smell of greasy burgers and burnt 
coffee. Because apparently finding a dead body on the beach wasn’t a good enough excuse to 
not come into work. 


Cold water dripped onto his hand as he wiped down a table with his rag. There was the quiet 
hum of voices in the air. A soft babbling as the different townsfolk chatted with one another 
about whatever the latest gossip was. 


Unfortunately for Wilbur, the latest gossip happened to be all about his own Law and Order 
experience. 


Everyone was talking about it. He’d gotten asked at least five times in the past hour if he’d 
heard about the body they found on the beach. Thankfully, the police didn’t mention who 
found the body, or else Wilbur knew he would’ve been bombarded with questions from 
everyone in town. 


After wiping down another table, Wilbur settled himself back behind the counter of the diner. 
As he started rinsing out another mug, the door to the diner chimed, and Wilbur glanced up to 
see a familiar face heading towards him. 


“Wilbur! My friend!” Quackity greeted, throwing his arms open as he settled himself at the 
breakfast bar. 


“Hey Q,” Wilbur said, forcing a grin on his face. “Coffee?” 


“You know it,” Quackity said. Nodding, Wilbur grabbed a mug and filled it up, sliding it over 
to Quackity with two creamer cups and two packets of sugar. “Oh Wilbur, you know me so 
well.” 


“You’ve taken your coffee the same way since we were in high school. It’d be concerning if I 
didn’t know your order by now,” Wilbur shot back, leaning his arms on the counter as 
Quackity tore open his sugar packet. 


“What can I say? I know what I like,” Quackity grinned, dumping the sugar and cream into 
his cup. 


Well, Wilbur certainly knew that was true. He’d known Quackity since they were both in 
middle school, and while Wilbur wasn’t sure if he would still call Quackity his best friend 
like he used to, he still enjoyed catching up with the man whenever he stopped by the diner. 


Quackity took a sip of his coffee, humming before setting the mug back down. “So, did you 
hear about that crazy shit at the beach this morning?” 


“Yeah, kind of impossible not to,” Wilbur said with a shrug. 
“Do you know anything about it?” Quackity asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“Just that they found a body on the shore.” He kept his eyes on the counter, desperately 
hoping that Quackity wouldn’t notice the forced casualness in his voice. 


However, the universe must’ve really had it out for Wilbur today, because Quackity 
immediately narrowed his eyes. 


“Bullshit. You know something and you’re just not saying it,” Quackity said, leaning forward 
on the counter. “Did Techno tell you something?” 


Damn Quackity for still being able to read him so well. 
Shit. It wasn’t worth it to even try and lie. At least he knew Quackity wouldn’t pry too much. 


Sighing, Wilbur stretched over the counter so he was face to face with Quackity. “You gotta 
promise to keep quiet about it if I tell you what happened, okay? I don’t want people running 
over here asking me to repeat myself ten times over.” 


Quackity raised a single eyebrow at him. “Wilbur, c’mon, I wouldn’t pull that shit.” 


Yeah, he wouldn’t. And that was one of the greatest things about Quackity. He wasn’t a 
gossip. He just liked information. 


“Fine,” Wilbur nodded, tapping his fingers along the counter. “If you must know, I’m the 
unlucky motherfucker that actually found the body this morning and had to call the cops.” 


Eyes widening, Quackity lurched back in his seat. “Are you fucking with me?!” 


“I wish I was,” Wilbur admitted, keeping his voice low so no one overhead them. “Literally 
all I wanted this morning was to take a nice walk on the beach, and a dead fucking body 
washed up right in front of me. I haven’t been able to get that image out of my head all day.” 


“Fucking hell, dude,” Quackity said, letting out a breath between his teeth. “That’s rough. 
I’m sorry everyone keeps bringing it up.” 


“Tt’s not like there’s anything I can do. Shit never happens in this town so of course this is 
gonna be the only thing anyone talks about for the next week.” Squeezing his eyes shut, 
Wilbur saw the dead kid’s face flash behind his eyes again, and he winced as he quickly 
reopened them. 


“So... You didn’t recognize the person at all?” Quackity asked after a moment of hesitation. 


Wilbur shook his head. “No. He was a kid though. Had to have been, like, seventeen or 
eighteen at most.” 


“Jesus, that’s horrible.” Quackity grimaced. “Do they know how he died?” 


“The detective who questioned me said it looked like an accidental drowning, but they’d have 
to check to make sure there wasn’t any foul play involved,” Wilbur explained, dread curling 
through him at the idea that this could’ve been anything but accidental. 


“Damn, that’s so fucked,” Quackity muttered, shaking his head. 
Dragging his hands down his face, Wilbur nodded in agreement. “It is.” 


There was a beat of silence as Quackity took another sip of his coffee, and Wilbur ran his 
hands through his hair while trying not to think about the dead boy’s face for the thousandth 


time. 
“Y’ know, I’m not that surprised though,” Quackity suddenly spoke up. 
Wilbur’s head whipped up. “What do you mean?” 


Quackity shrugged. “I mean the forest over there has always been creepy as hell, so to hear a 
corpse washed up on the shore right next to it doesn’t really surprise me as much as it 
probably should.” 


“There’s a difference between saying a place is creepy and literally finding a dead body 
there,” Wilbur huffed. 


“I know, I’m not saying I was expecting it to happen or anything. But you gotta admit, it’s 
weirdly fitting considering all those horror stories we used to hear about the forest,” Quackity 
pointed out, folding his hands around his mug. 


“What, you mean those stupid stories we’d all tell each other in high school before daring 
someone to go run in the forest at midnight?” Wilbur asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“Yeah! Remember the one that was like ‘if you go into the forest after dark the ground will 
swallow you whole’?” Quackity asked. 


Wilbur snorted and nodded. “It was a specific tree in the forest you had to piss off, right?” 


“Yup, it was that really old oak tree that’s really far down the path. The creepy one with the 
roots that look like tentacles,” Quackity told him. “If you pissed it off once, it would mark 
you for death. You could leave the forest and be fine, but if you ever entered it a second time, 
you would die.” 


“God, where the hell did we even come up with that shit?” Wilbur asked, remembering 
sitting in the back of someone’s pickup truck parked right outside the forest, everyone 
passing a cigarette around and sharing their horror stories in hushed whispers. 


“I’m pretty sure the older kids at the high school just passed them down to us,” Quackity 
shrugged. “And then we passed them down to the younger kids.” 


“I wonder if they still tell those stories at the high school,” Wilbur said, tapping his chin. 


“T have no fucking clue. But either way, it’s weirdly fitting that a dead body washed up on the 
shore right next to that weird ass forest.” 


Straightening up off the counter, Wilbur rolled his eyes. “Considering the kid drowned, it 
doesn’t seem likely he got eaten by the forest.” 


“Oh fuck off, you know that’s not what I meant-” 


Quackity was cut off by the door chiming again, and Wilbur looked up to see a couple 
heading towards an empty diner booth. 


“Be right back,” Wilbur told Quackity, grabbing two menus and heading over to the table. 


Of course the new customers mentioned the dead body, and of course Wilbur pretended he 
only knew the bare bones of what was going on. After handing them the menus and pouring 
them some coffee, he hurried back to the counter where Quackity had just finished his own 
drink. 


Holding up the coffee pot, Wilbur raised an eyebrow. “You want a refill?” 


“Nah, I gotta get to work,” Quackity said, digging into his pocket and pulling out a wad of 
dollar bills. “It was nice talking to you though, man. It’s been way too long.” 


Wilbur frowned at this. “I mean, it hasn’t been that long, has it?” 


“T dunno, definitely feels like it to me. I never see you out anywhere, and the few times I do, 
you’re always by yourself. Don’t ever really look like you’re eager to talk to people,” 
Quackity told him as Wilbur grabbed the money off the counter. 


Counting the dollars in his hand, Wilbur’s frown deepened. “What do you mean? I go out 
plenty.” 


Now it was Quackity’s turn to frown. “Really? I feel like the only time I see you is when 
you’re working here.” 


While Wilbur would admit he wasn’t the most sociable person on the planet, the way 
Quackity was describing him made him sound like some sort of hermit. 


“T go out plenty,” he said, sounding just a tad too defensive. 


“Huh, I guess we just keep missing each other,” Quackity acquiesced, although the way he 
said it made Wilbur think he didn’t believe him. “Anytime I’m talking to, like, Sapnap or 
Karl or anyone they always say they never see you anymore and ask if I know what you’re up 
to.” 


Wilbur blinked a few times, his head buzzing as he struggled to process what Quackity was 
saying. He wasn’t that much of a loner, was he? It certainly didn’t feel like he was. 


But the more he thought about it, the more he struggled to remember the last time he actually 
hung out with someone that wasn’t his dad or Techno. It felt like there should’ve been 
someone he’d spent time with, but whenever he tried to conjure up a name or a memory, it 
just came up blank. 


Shit. Maybe he was antisocial. 
“Guess I gotta work on that then,” Wilbur muttered, half to himself. 


“Well, if you ever wanna hang, you still have my number,” Quackity grinned, reaching over 
the counter to pat his shoulder. “I really gotta dip now, but I’ll see you soon, alright?” 


“See you,” Wilbur waved as Quackity headed out. 


As the door shut behind him, Wilbur frowned and once again turned over Quackity’s words 
in his head. It couldn’t have been that long since he’d hung out with people. Normally if he 
went too long without actually going out, he got really anxious and wiry. But he didn’t feel 
like that at all right now. 


Then again, it’s not like he felt good right now either. There was still this uncomfortable itch 
under his skin whenever he thought back to that morning. Like there was something watching 
him even though he was far away from the forest now. 


Maybe it was the way those washed out, grey-blue eyes wouldn’t leave his mind. How he 
could still see them glazed over with seawater, staring blankly into Wilbur’s own face as if 
the boy was searching for something. 


Or maybe Wilbur was freaked out because he’d seen a fucking dead body. That was the more 
likely explanation. 


So he ignored the way the hair on the back of his neck stood up every time he turned his back 
to the windows, and focused on just getting through the rest of his shift so he could go home 
and put this hellish day behind him. 


v 


On the drive home from work, Wilbur couldn’t stop thinking about how things felt off. 


He kept glancing over to his passenger seat. As if he was expecting someone to be there, 
when he couldn’t remember the last time he’d given anyone a ride. When he pulled up his 
Spotify to play music through his car speakers, an unfamiliar song picked up playing halfway 
through, although Wilbur couldn’t remember ever hearing the song before. 


Once he was at a stoplight, he saw it was on a playlist he didn’t even remember he had. It 
was a mix of songs he recognized and songs he didn’t. He even checked to see if he had 
shared the playlist with anyone, but it didn’t have any likes on it, so it was his and his alone. 


Strange. While he usually didn’t take a lot of Spotify’s recommended songs, he supposed he 
must’ ve made this when he was half-asleep one night and couldn’t figure out what he wanted 
to listen to. That definitely sounded like something he’d do. 


And hey, the songs he didn’t recognize were actually pretty damn catchy, so he wasn’t 
complaining. 


As he pulled into the parking lot for his apartment complex, Wilbur breathed a sigh of relief 
and cut the engine, ending one of the unfamiliar songs halfway through. Finally he was home 
and could put this day behind him. That was all he wanted at that moment. 


Crisp evening air made goosebumps rise along his arms as he climbed out of his car. There 
were no neighbors out right then, meaning Wilbur didn’t have to get dragged into another 
conversation about the incident that the whole damn town didn’t want to shut up about. Quite 
the relief, really. 


His apartment was empty when he got home, and he wasn’t sure why he was surprised by 
this considering he hadn’t had roommates in years. After kicking off his shoes and tossing his 
jacket on the couch, Wilbur headed for the kitchen, the fluorescent lights flickering on with 
their ever-present buzzing. 


In the wake of finding the body, Wilbur had forgotten to clean out his coffee pot when he’d 
gotten back from the beach. Cursing under his breath, he poured the rest of the coffee down 
the sink and filled the pot up with soapy water, before reaching for the half-empty mug he’d 
left near the stove when he’d headed out to watch the sunrise. When he went to pour the 
contents of the mug down the sink though, he paused. 


Now, Wilbur made sure to do his dishes every night before he went to sleep. It was a routine 
he’d developed in his first year of living on his own, when he had a roommate who would go 
a solid week without washing out his dishes. The old food would stink up the entire kitchen, 
and since then the smell of old food that had been left out for too long would immediately 
trigger his gag reflex. 


So to make life easier on himself, he did the dishes every night before he slept. And while 
there weren’t any dishes with food on them in the sink, there were two mugs he didn’t 
remember using filled with foggy water. 


Two mugs. He didn’t drink coffee at night, and that was usually the only thing he broke out 
his mugs for. Sometimes, if he was having trouble sleeping, he’d drink tea. But there were no 
tea bags in the trash can, and he wouldn’t have used two different mugs if he had two 
servings of tea. 


Well, actually, he did use his mugs for water sometimes. And it wasn’t that unheard of for 
him to forget he had a water mug already, and grab a second one by mistake. Sure, it was a 
little strange he hadn’t cleaned the mugs out before he went to sleep last night, but he was 
definitely tired so he probably had just forgotten. 


Hair rose on the back of his neck again. He pointedly ignored it and rinsed out all the dishes 
in the sink before setting them on a towel to dry. 


After that, he went through his normal post-work routine. Take a shower, make dinner, debate 
calling his father (which usually he decided against), and then find something to watch or a 
video game to play until he was ready to pass out. 


That night, Wilbur made himself pasta for dinner. The classic, easy but filling pile of starch 
that every person in their twenties knew how to make. Once the pasta had been boiled, he 
heated up some sauce he had in the fridge, and tossed a few garlic cloves in it as it sat on the 
stovetop. Nothing too fancy. 


When he went to dish out the pasta into a bowl, Wilbur paused and realized he had set out 
two bowls instead of one. 


Huh. 


In the end, he realized he didn’t even really need to dish the pasta out into a bowl because it’s 
not like anyone was going to eat it but him. So instead he just put the two bowls away, and 
brought the whole pot over to the couch to eat directly from it. It would use less dishes that 
way. 


Turning on some random Netflix show he’d been watching, Wilbur ate his pasta, and 
wondered why his apartment felt so... empty. It was dead silent save for the TV, and while 
Wilbur didn’t exactly want to hear any strange noises in his apartment, it was almost like it 
was far too quiet for his liking. 


Maybe he needed to get a cat. He’d always liked cats, and the idea of having a furry little 
creature running around his feet and stretching across his lap for pets made him smile wider 
than he’d like to admit. Besides, it would be good for him to have a cat. Since he really 
wasn’t getting out that much, a pet would keep him from isolating himself as much. 


He still felt like he was being watched. 
He still ignored it. 


That night, Wilbur ended up getting tired a lot earlier than usual. That made sense 
considering he’d literally been up before dawn, and didn’t bother fighting his exhaustion as 
he put the rest of his pasta back in the fridge, and settled himself into bed. 


v 


“Wilbur.” 


Wilbur’s eyes flew open, and he saw he was sitting on the beach again. The salt was so thick 
in the air, it was dizzying to take a breath. Shades of pink and orange lined the horizon, and 
the waves were reaching for his legs, just barely brushing the tips of his shoes. 


He was sitting on the sand. The sand was warm, despite the sun not having risen yet. He dug 
his fingers into it as he tried to figure out who said his name. 


“Wilbur!” 
The voice sounded again, and this time Wilbur saw who it belonged to. 


Wilbur’s breathing hitched as he looked into the pale eyes of the dead boy. Unlike before, his 
lips were no longer blue, and there was no more seaweed stuck in his blonde curls. He was 


sitting up now, the waves soaking the bottom of his pants as he sat on the sand across from 
Wilbur. 
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“I’m not dead, Wil,” the boy said, the words tumbling out of him in a rush. “I’m not dead, 
don’t fucking listen to them when they say I’m dead because I’m not. You know I’m not!” 


“I-I saw your body,” Wilbur stammered, unsure of how the dead boy knew his name. 


“It’s not me! I don’t know what the fuck that thing was, but I’m not dead! You can feel it, 
can’t you?” The boy pleaded, his voice cracking as he started crawling on the sand towards 
Wilbur. “You have to save me, Wil. Please, you need to get me out of here!” 


Wilbur was frozen as the dead boy grabbed his arms. To his surprise, the boy’s hands were 
warm. 


“I-I don’t know how much time I have,” the boy told him, tears now streaming down his 
cheeks as he sat face to face with Wilbur. “You need to find me. Please, I’m fucking trapped 
in here!” 


“I don’t know what you want me to do, I don’t even know where you are!” Wilbur asked, 
desperately wanting to move away but still finding himself unable to move. 


The boy frowned at this, his tears slowing as he stared at Wilbur in confusion. “The fuck are 
you talking about? You know exactly where I am!” 


And before Wilbur could open his mouth to say he had no idea what that meant, he woke up. 
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When Wilbur’s eyes flew open, he could still smell the salt in the air. 


The clock on his nightstand read 8:44, meaning that Wilbur hadn’t woken up at the crack of 
dawn for no reason again. That was a relief. Hopefully his sleep schedule would go back to 
normal now. 


The dream lingered in his mind as he waited for his coffee to brew, watching the birds flit 
about from tree branch to tree branch outside his window. It was strange, because while it 
was easy to brush the dream off as him still struggling with the fact that he’d found a dead 
body and his mind manifesting that stress in weird ways, something still felt off to him about 
the whole thing. Like the kid’s voice. He had a very distinct voice that Wilbur could imagine 
perfectly, despite the fact that Wilbur had never even met the kid before. 


The boy had insisted he wasn’t dead. That was impossible, because Wilbur had literally seen 
his corpse. All the police had seen his corpse. He was dead, and there was no getting around 
that. 


It was all because of that stupid fucking forest, he was sure of it. The trees had eyes and they 
had been watching Wilbur on the beach that morning. Just standing near that place always 
unsettled him, and rehashing all the old myths about it with Quackity certainly hadn’t helped 
matters. 


The paranoia he had about the forest had crept into his sleeping mind. As much as he wished 
he could say he was an adult and was no longer freaked out by children’s scary stories, he 


couldn’t ignore the fact that stories had to come from where. Every myth had an origin— 
something to inspire its creation. 


Wilbur didn’t know what inspired all those horrific tales of the forest. And that’s what scared 
him the most about it. 


He wished he’d never gone to the beach yesterday morning. If he had just stayed in his 
apartment and watched the sunrise from his bedroom window, someone else would’ve found 
the body. Someone else would be haunted by those washed out blue eyes. It wouldn’t be his 
problem. 


But unfortunately, he couldn’t go back and change the past. So he waited for his coffee to 
brew, and tried to do anything to keep his mind from focusing on the way it felt to have the 
boy’s hands grip his arms. 


A few hours later, Wilbur found himself back at the diner. Although it was less intense than 
yesterday, the dead body was still the talk of the town. The police still hadn’t released any 
information on the kid, and Wilbur wondered if they were going to post a description of him 
to see if anyone could identify him. 


Still, it was a small town. If no one on the police force could identify him, then it was 
unlikely anyone else in the town would be able to either. 


As Wilbur passed another order through the window to the cook, the door chimed with a new 
customer, and Wilbur’s eyes widened when he spotted a familiar head of pink hair walking 
through the door. 


Techno was dressed casually today, with a button up and jeans that had become his standard 
uniform for his detective work. His bright pink hair was pulled back in a low bun at the nape 
of his neck, and although he didn’t smile when Wilbur met his eyes, Wilbur could read his 
uncle well enough to see the warmth flash through his gaze all the same. 


“Hey Techno,” Wilbur greeted as Techno sat down at the breakfast bar, the same spot 
Quackity had been at the day before. ““You want your usual?” 


“Yeah, that’d be great,” Techno grunted, stretching his arms above his head and letting the 
joints pop loudly. 


Nodding, Wilbur scribbled down Techno’s usual order and passed it back to the cook. Then, 
he grabbed a mug and a tea bag, filled it up with hot water, and set it off to the side to let it 
brew. 


“How’re you doing?” Wilbur asked once that was done. 


Techno, who had been dragging his hands down his face, blinked a few times at Wilbur. “I’m 
exhausted. It’s a mess down at the station right now.” 


“Because of the-” 


“Yeah, that,” Techno nodded, blinking a few times. “Puffy told me you were the one who 
called it in yesterday.” 


Pressing his lips together, Wilbur nodded. “Uh, yeah. I was.” 
“You doin’ alright after that?” Techno asked, raising an eyebrow at him. 


Wilbur looked away and shrugged. “I mean, it definitely wasn’t the ideal way to spend my 
morning.” 


Techno frowned. “Wilbur, c’mon.” 
Dammit. Was Wilbur really just that easy to read? 


“Fine, you want me to say it fucked me up? Well, yeah, it fucked me up,” Wilbur huffed, 
folding his arms over his chest. “Every time I close my eyes I see him. It’s not fun.” Glancing 
down, Wilbur noticed the tea had sufficiently darkened, and took the tea bag out before 
passing it over to Techno. 


“Tt’ll get better after a few days,” Techno reassured him, muttering a thanks as he took a sip 
of the tea. “The first time I saw a body, I threw up.” 


Wilbur snorted, although there was no amusement in the sound. “So did I.” 


Techno winced in sympathy. “You should go visit your dad. Take your mind off things. I’m 
sure he’d be happy to see you.” 


Barely fighting back the urge to roll his eyes, Wilbur turned to grab an order from the cook, 
and placed it onto a tray before hoisting it up in the air. “Sure, I'll pop over to Phil’s place 
and be like, ‘hey dad, I know we haven’t talked in weeks but guess what? I found a dead 
body! How have you been?’” 


He didn’t bother to wait for Techno’s response as he walked out from behind the counter to 
deliver the food. As he set the plates down in front of a few teenagers crowded into a booth, 
he could feel Techno’s eyes boring into the back of his head. 


Picking up the tray, Wilbur pointedly ignored Techno’s gaze as he moved back behind the 
counter. Keeping his eyes down, he began to rinse a random cup out, silently praying the 
cook would call out another order soon. 


“T still don’t understand why you avoid talking to Phil,” Techno said, clearly not wanting to 
let the topic be. 


“I don’t avoid him,” Wilbur shot back, wetting a rag to wipe down the counter despite the 
fact that it was already clean. “I’m just busy, y’ know?” 


“Oh really? Doing what?” Techno challenged. 


Shit. What could he say? 


“Hanging out with friends.” 

Techno hummed. “Like who?” 

Quackity’s words from the day before echoed in his mind. 

I never see you out anywhere, and the few times I do, you’re always by yourself. 
“I see Quackity sometimes,” he lied. 


Again, there was that hum. The one that Techno made when he knew Wilbur was lying, but 
was going to watch him dig himself into a hole until he gave up and came clean. 


And as always, Wilbur kept digging. 


It was easier. Easier to dig and dig until his lungs were filled with so much dirt, he had to 
cough the truth out along with the rocks and earth. 


“So you’re hanging out with Quackity so much you can’t even give Phil a call?” 


Running the rag under the water again, Wilbur winced when it came out far too hot, turning 
the skin of his palm bright red. 


It wasn’t that he didn’t like his dad. Phil had done the best he could, raising Wilbur on his 
own in the wake of his mother’s death. He was never a bad parent. He never yelled, never 
was cold, always made sure Wilbur knew he could come to him if he needed anything. 


But there had always been a barrier there. Some invisible wall that Phil had hidden himself 
behind when they buried his mother in the cemetery down the road. When the worms and 
bugs had claimed her as one of their own, Wilbur wondered if his father ever felt like he was 
down there with her as well. Buried under the dirt, being eaten away day by day until he was 
nothing but a skeleton. 


Maybe that’s why it was easier for Wilbur to let his own lungs fill with dirt than state the 
truth. Maybe he and Phil were both meant to reside in the earth. A family of three sharing one 
coffin. It would certainly be the closest Wilbur had been to his father in years. 


It was unfair of Wilbur to describe Phil in such cruel terms. He knew his father was 
mourning, and he shouldn’t fault him for that. Wilbur would have mourned her the same way 
if he actually remembered her. 


But he had been so young when she died, she was nothing more than a ghost on the wall in 
their home. Sometimes he thought he could hear her laughter in the wind, but he could never 
trust the trees in this town, especially not the whispers he heard from their leaves. 


“Like I said, I’m busy,” Wilbur snapped at Techno, ignoring the way his palm now throbbed 
from the burn. 


And then in blessed timing, the cook called out another order, and Wilbur breathed a sigh of 
relief when he saw it was Techno’s. Picking up the steaming plate of hashbrowns and eggs, 


he gave it a once over to make sure the cook made the hashbrowns extra crispy, and then set 
the plate down in front of his uncle. 


“If you don’t want to see Phil, I won’t push you,” Techno said, pulling the plate closer to him. 
“But you do need to talk to him at some point. At least so he’s not worrying over you all the 


time.” 


Wilbur paused his wipe down of the sink. “He doesn’t worry about me that much. He knows 
I can handle myself.” 


Huffing, Techno dropped his fork onto his plate with a loud clatter. “Of course he knows you 
can handle yourself, but he’s your dad. I know he’s not the best with all that emotional stuff, 
same as me, but parents worry about their kids. You should be glad I didn’t tell him you were 
the one who called in the body, or else your phone would be ringing off the hook.” 


“Since when did you become an expert on parenting?” Wilbur questioned, raising an eyebrow 
at him. 


At this, Techno snorted. “I mean, I’ve watched Phil do it for years, plus I babysat you plenty 
and you didn’t die, so I’d like to think I’m not completely clueless.” 


“When I was ten you tried to teach me how to sword fight with real swords,” Wilbur 
deadpanned. 


“You didn’t lose any limbs or eyes, and now you know how to use a sword, so who’s the real 
winner here?” 


Despite his piss poor mood, Wilbur couldn’t help but laugh at that. 


“Tve never seen Phil look more scared shitless than when he walked in the door and saw us 
going at it,” Wilbur said, smiling at the memory. 


“And then I got lectured for the next hour while you played Mario Kart in your room,” 
Techno finished, matching his smile. 


That had been a good day. One that Wilbur hadn’t thought about for a long time. 
The laughter died down. 

“Maybe Ill call him tonight,” Wilbur said. 

The dirt tasted bitter on his tongue. 

“I hope you do,” Techno responded. 

Techno could see the earth falling from his lips. Techno could always see it. 


This time though, he didn’t call Wilbur out on it. Wilbur wasn’t sure if he was relieved by 
this or not. 


Wilbur wanted to go to the forest. 


It was a strange sensation. One he wasn’t familiar with because normally he did his best to 
stay as far away from the forest as possible. But as he drove home from work, his 
conversation with Techno still heavy on his mind, something in his chest ached to face eyes 
that had been lingering on him since he left that beach. 


Maybe he was just sick of it. Maybe he was sick of the fear. Maybe the only way to get the 
eyes to stop looking at him was to meet their gazes head on. 


In the end though, Wilbur found himself sitting on sand instead of earth. 


The sky was a pale shade of orange as dusk reared its head. Despite the tugging in his chest 
telling him to go into the forest itself, to let the dirt and moss grow over his skin and become 
one with the towering trees, there was something else in his head screaming at him to do the 
exact opposite. Warning him that if he walked into the forest, he might never come out. 


Wilbur had never been a good gambler, so he preferred not to take chances if he could avoid 
it. 


That’s how he found himself on the beach instead, which was the last place he wanted to be. 


It looked the same as it had in his dream the night before. The water reached for his boots, 
just like it had the day before. But Wilbur no longer saw this as a fun, teasing move from the 
icy grey water. Now it felt like a silent threat. 


Yesterday had shown him what exactly could be lurking in that water. The longer he stared at 
the shimmering reflections bouncing off the waves, the more he wondered if there were other 
bodies hidden beneath them. 


More boys with blonde hair and washed out eyes. Boys with pale skin and seaweed in their 
hair, who would reach out for Wilbur with freezing hands and drag him down down down— 
down to the very bottom until he became just like the rest of them. His skin losing its color, 
his eyes blank and unseeing. 


Wilbur didn’t know why he was back here. 
Wilbur didn’t know why he hadn’t left already. 


The smoke from his cigarette gently burned the back of his throat. It wasn’t as soothing as it 
usually was, but Wilbur had already lit it, so he was going to pretend like it was helping. 


As he watched the sky grow darker and darker with each passing minute, smoke curling from 
his lips and around his face, Wilbur felt a buzz from his phone in his pocket. Taking it out, he 
saw he’d just gotten an email from some random website about a sale going on, and went to 
put his phone away but paused. 


This was a beautiful view. Since he already had his phone out, why not get a picture? 


Pulling up his camera, Wilbur snapped a few pictures of the dark water bathed in the soft 
light of the dying sun. Of course the pictures never turned out as good as the real thing in 
front of him, but there was always some sort of small fulfillment that came with attempting to 
freeze a moment like that in time, even if it was just a pale imitation of the real thing. 


After taking a few pictures, Wilbur went to his photo library to look over them. It was then he 
noticed a few older pictures in his camera roll that made him pause. 


Wilbur had never been one for taking a ton of pictures of himself unless he was with other 
people. He wasn’t the biggest fan of social media, so he didn’t see much point in taking 
pictures of himself if they were just going to sit in his camera roll taking up storage. 


But there were some pictures of himself sitting in his library that he struggled to remember 
taking. One was him sitting in his car, grinning and holding up what he guessed was a 
milkshake from the diner he worked at. Another one was of him sitting in... a place he 
couldn’t remember—the background was too dark to make out much detail save for some 
kind of sheet of metal behind him. Then there was another of him working behind the counter 
at the diner, curls sticking up all over the place and coffee staining his apron. 


These photos were strange for several reasons. One was that in all of them, there was some 
sort of empty space next to Wilbur. Like in the car one, the phone was angled so you could 
see both Wilbur and the passenger seat of his car. The unknown place again had a lot of 
negative space to his left side. And the diner one didn’t even seem like he could’ve been the 
one who took it, because both of his hands were visible in the picture. 


It was like there was supposed to be someone next to him in all the photos, but they had just 
been... erased. 


He stared at the empty spaces, and that foggy feeling he’d had at the beach the day before 
came back full force. There was a throbbing behind his eyes, and the longer he stared at the 
pictures, the worse it got. 


Something was wrong. Something... what was wrong? 


When the pounding in his head became too painful to ignore, Wilbur shoved his phone in his 
pocket and took another eager drag of his cigarette. As soon as the pictures weren’t in his line 
of sight, the throbbing faded. 


The photos weren’t that weird. Just seemed like he was shitty at taking pictures of himself, 
which made sense since he didn’t have a lot of practice at it. 


There was a nagging in the back of his head, telling him he shouldn’t brush this off. But the 
more he tried to focus on that nagging, the quicker it slipped away, like sand falling through 
his fingers. 


The sand on the beach was cold against his free hand. For some reason, that also felt wrong. 


Wilbur didn’t remember driving home. 
One moment, he was at the beach, the cigarette burning the edges of his fingers. 
The next moment, he was on his couch with sand in his boots. 


Vaguely, he could recall getting in his car and heading back. But that same foggy feeling 
hung over his mind the more he tried to think about it, so he decided not to worry about it too 
much. It had to just be the stress of the past two days. Stress could cause you to zone out, 
right? He was pretty sure that was a thing. 


Slumped against the cushions, staring at the dark screen of his TV, Wilbur wondered why his 
couch suddenly felt far too big for him. It wasn’t like it was a large couch or anything. If 
Wilbur stretched across it, his feet would still hang off the other arm of it. 


But just like how his apartment had felt too quiet the night before, now his couch felt too big. 
Like he needed something else to fill the empty space next to him. Guess he really should 
start looking into animal shelters for that cat. 


Suddenly, a harsh ringing rang out from his pocket, and Wilbur jumped when he realized 
he’d turned his phone off silent. 


As he took out his phone, he silently pleaded that it wasn’t his father calling him again. That 
Techno hadn’t told Phil to contact Wilbur after their talk today in the diner. 


It must’ve been Wilbur’s lucky day, because it wasn’t Phil calling him. Wilbur grinned when 
he read the contact name, all of his worries immediately being brushed away as he hit the 
‘answer’ button. 


“Niki!” Wilbur greeted cheerfully, falling back against the arm of the couch. 


“Hi Wil!” Niki replied, her smile audible even through the phone speaker. “It’s so good to 
hear your voice.” 


Niki was one of the few people Wilbur knew that wasn’t from his hometown. The two of 
them had met in an internet chat room when they were both young teenagers, and ended up 
staying in contact as they grew up. Niki only lived a few hours north of his town, and after 
he’d graduated high school, he’d gone up to visit her for a whole week. Since then, they’d 
both gotten busy with adult life, but they still tried to call and catch up semi-regularly. 


“It’s good to hear yours too. It’s been way too long since we last talked,” Wilbur said, 
grinning as he kicked his shoes off to put his feet up on the couch. 


“It really has. Sorry I kind of disappeared, the bakery has gotten super busy lately,” Niki told 
him, sounding apologetic. 


“No, don’t be sorry at all. That’s great that business is going well for you,” Wilbur reassured 
her. “How have things been with Tubbo?” 


Tubbo was Niki’s younger brother who she took care of. Wilbur had only talked to him once 
during his visit up there, but he had been fun to talk to all the same. 


“He’s been good! School has been busy for him, so he’s been a bit stressed. But a friend of 
his has been coming over a lot and they do homework together, so he’s keeping up with 
things pretty well,” Niki told him, and Wilbur could hear the pride in her voice when she 
talked about her brother. 


“That’s good,” Wilbur nodded, blinking a few times. “High school sucks ass.” 


Niki snorted. “It really does,” she said, and there was a moment of silence as he heard her 
shuffle around on the other end of the phone. “What about you, though? Anything new?” 


Oh yeah, things have been normal. Found a dead body at the beach though and now the dead 
kid is haunting my dreams. Bit inconvenient, y’know? 


Wilbur wasn’t going to say that. Niki didn’t need to know about the weird shit going on in his 
life right now. Because if he told her that, she would just start to worry about him, and she 
had enough things going on in her own life that Wilbur didn’t want her wasting any energy 
on him. 


“Eh, it’s fine. Same thing as usual,” he said, hoping Niki couldn’t hear the tightness in his 
voice. 


“Nothing new at all?” Niki asked, and he could practically imagine the way she always 
pursed her lips when she was scrutinizing him. “What about that new friend you told me 
about the last time we talked?” 


Huh? 


There was a beat of silence as Wilbur tried to think of who Niki could be talking about. New 
friend? The only people he would really even call his friends right now were Quackity and 
Niki, and Quackity was anything but a ‘new’ friend. 


He racked his brain, trying to think if there was anyone new he’d talked to in the past few 
months. Sure, there were a few regulars in the diner here and there that he’d chat with, but he 
wouldn’t call them friends. 


There was the fuzziness in his head again. Steering his thoughts away from the topic as he 
resigned himself to accepting that he just had no clue who Niki was talking about. 


“Which new friend are we talking about here?” Wilbur asked, hoping he didn’t sound 
completely lost. 


“I mean, I can’t remember his name, but you mentioned a little while ago that you’d started 
hanging out with someone new,” Niki explained. 


That wasn’t right. Quackity had said it himself. Wilbur was a loner. He couldn’t think of a 
single person he’d hung out with in the past few months that wasn’t someone he’d known for 
years. 


“Sorry Niki, I have no clue who that could be,” Wilbur said, shrugging to himself. “I don’t 
exactly get out a lot, so I wouldn’t say making new friends is normal for me.” 


“My bad, I guess I got you mixed up with someone else,” Niki murmured, sounding 
disappointed. “If you’re not doing much then though, you should try to come up here 
sometime for a visit.” 


The change in subject lifted the fog in his mind immediately. “God, please, I’d love to come 
up there. Hell, d move up there if I could. I fucking hate this town.” 


Niki giggled, familiar with this rant of his. “You’ve mentioned that a few times,” she teased. 
“Though, if I’m being honest, you could move up here if you wanted to.” 


The slow smile that had been growing on his face again quickly slipped away. “You know I 
can’t do that, Niki.” 


“But you could! It’s not like you absolutely love your job there, and you just told me you 
don’t even have that many friends. C’mon, you’d love it up here, Wil!” Niki pleaded. 


Sighing, Wilbur pinched the bridge of his nose. “Trust me, I would if I could. But it’s just- 
well, you know how things are with my dad and I just... I can’t leave him, y’know?” 


There was a soft exhale on the other side of the phone. 
“When was the last time you even saw your dad, Wil?” Niki asked quietly. 


Dammit. One of the downsides of having met Niki over the internet initially was that Wilbur 
had been more honest with her about his family than anyone else he’d ever met. The 
anonymity of the internet made confessions like that feel... safer. And with Niki’s gentle 
words and kind voice, it was almost impossible not to want to spill all your secrets to her. 


“Well... I might not visit my dad that often, but it’d be even worse if I moved away,” Wilbur 
tried to reason with her. 


“I know you feel like you need to stay close to him because you think he’d be too lonely 
without you, but you hardly see him as is. Besides, he has Techno, doesn’t he?” 


That was true. Techno and Phil saw each other nearly every day. 


“T don’t know, it just feels weird to think of leaving,” Wilbur admitted, dragging a hand down 
his face. 


Niki hummed in sympathy. “I get it. But you should at least consider it.” 


“I appreciate it, Niki. P1 let you know,” Wilbur said, although he knew himself well enough 
to know that he was going to shove the offer out of his mind the second he hung up. 


Faintly, Wilbur heard a boy’s voice shout something on Niki’s end of the call. “Wait, you 
blew up a- shit, Wilbur, I’m sorry but I gotta go.” 


Wilbur chuckled, having heard plenty of stories about Tubbo’s talent for blowing things up. 
“Hope he didn’t make too much of a mess this time.” 


Niki huffed. “If he did, he’s cleaning it up, not me.” 

“Good luck, Niki.” 

“Bye Wilbur.” 

And with that, she hung up, leaving Wilbur in the stifling silence of his apartment once more. 


It was strange. Talking to Niki had made things feel more normal than they had in the past 
two days. Despite the emptiness in his apartment still threatening to choke him, for a few 
brief minutes, he had managed to get rid of the feeling of being watched. 


That had all come back now though. The hair rose on the back of his neck, and Wilbur sighed 
as he got up to make himself dinner. Keep himself busy. Keep himself distracted. It was 
better than letting himself drown in the quiet. 


After another uneventful night of TV watching and eating leftover pasta, Wilbur found 
himself staring at his bed with a choice sitting in front of him. 


He could try to sleep like normal. His eyes were heavy. If he managed to keep himself from 
thinking about the dream he had the night before, it shouldn’t be that much of a problem to 
fall asleep. 


But that was the tricky part. As he sat down on his comforter, he couldn’t help but think of 
that dream again. The boy’s washed out eyes and his warm hands grabbing Wilbur’s arms. 
What if he dreamt of him again? What would he say this time? 


Anxiety crept up Wilbur’s throat like claws. Without giving himself a chance to talk himself 
out of it, he reached for the anxiety pills his doctor had prescribed him a while back for the 
nights when his head was far too busy to let him sleep. They were sedatives, which meant 
that they not only calmed him down, but knocked him out pretty quickly if he took a whole 
pill instead of a half a pill. 


Wilbur popped the whole pill in his mouth and washed it down with a swig of water from a 
mug. 


That night, he didn’t dream. 
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The next day, Wilbur woke up with a pounding headache and a weight pulling down his eyes 
that took two cups of coffee to get rid of. Side effects of knocking himself out with his 
medication, but worth it for a full night’s rest nonetheless. 


Throughout the day though, the fog from the medicine lingered in his mind. It weighed down 
his shoulders, and found himself struggling to focus on grabbing orders at work. Thankfully, 
it was a slow day, and neither Techno nor Quackity showed up to chat with him. 


Gossip was passed around like it always was, though Wilbur only paid attention when he 
heard someone mention the boy at the beach. He still had yet to be identified. 


Wilbur didn’t go to the beach that day, despite feeling the same tugging in his chest as the day 
before. Despite the strange urge to go there, he shouldn’t. It would just upset him, and he 
needed to try and get over the dead body incident. 


In fact, he passed through the entire thing in a haze. Going through the motions, but not really 
there. At least not completely. 


After work, Wilbur dropped his keys under his car seat. When he climbed into the backseat 
so he could reach under and grab them, he noticed a red sweatshirt shoved under the 
passenger seat. 


The fog got heavier when Wilbur looked the sweatshirt over. He didn’t recognize it, but it 
looked like it could be one of his, and when he sniffed it, he noticed it smelled like his 
laundry detergent. 


Must’ve been an old one he forgot about. 
Niki didn't call that night. Wilbur didn’t call her. 
He didn’t call anyone. 


His only company was the voices coming from his TV, and the eyes that were still boring into 
the back of his head. At this point, he was wondering if he was haunted. There were no 
strange noises in the apartment and nothing was being moved around, but if there was a ghost 
in there, he ought to start charging them rent. 


That night, he took another sleeping pill. 


Once again, there were no dreams. 


The next day, Wilbur got a call from Phil. 


It was right when he was leaving his shift at the diner, mentally preparing himself to spend 
another evening in the silence that was quickly becoming unbearable. He just had to keep 
ignoring it and it would eventually go away. But it was getting harder and harder to believe in 
that mantra the more it proved futile. 


So maybe that was why Wilbur decided to answer the phone when he saw Phil’s contact 
name blaring across the screen. And maybe that’s why when Phil asked if he wanted to come 


over for dinner, Wilbur found his mouth forming the word ‘yes’ without a second of 
hesitation. 


He was getting desperate to stay out of his apartment, to say the least. 


Wilbur didn’t bother to go home at all. Instead, after he hung up on Phil, he turned on his 
blinker, knowing exactly how to get to his father’s house from where he currently was. 


His current apartment wasn’t all that far from his father’s home. All it took was a few left 
turns to get himself away from the center of town and closer to the edges. It wasn’t that Phil 
lived on the outskirts or anything, but if Wilbur still lived in his childhood home, it’d take 
him roughly an extra ten minutes to get to the diner. 


The fog in his mind had cleared up a bit compared to the day before, but he still felt offin a 
way he couldn’t explain as he pulled into the driveway of Phil’s house. Something that once 
could’ve been nostalgia curled in his chest when he saw the peeling white paint and weather- 
beaten porch lit up by the headlights of his car. 


In a way, staring at his childhood home reminded Wilbur of staring at a piece of rotten fruit. 
You knew what it was supposed to look like, but time had degraded it into something that 
was damaged and wrong in the tiniest of ways. The dark bruises almost invisible in certain 
lighting, but it only took the slightest touch to realize the inside was nothing like what it had 
once been. 


Getting out of his car, wind whipped at his curls, carrying with it the smell of salt and brine. 
His fingers twitched for the cigarettes in his pockets, but he resisted the urge to grab one out 
and smoke it before going inside. Phil always hated the fact that he smoked. He didn’t need a 
lecture because Phil smelled it on his breath. 


The porch steps creaked as he walked to the front door. He stared at the two chairs settled 
comfortably next to the door, the dark green cushions covered in a layer of dead leaves and 
dirt blown over from the last storm. It was obvious Phil didn’t sit out here much anymore. 


His fingers rapped against the thin wood. There was some shuffling inside, and Wilbur heard 
a muffled, “one second!” 


Soon, the door swung open, revealing a harried looking Phil. 


It’d been nearly a month since Wilbur last saw his father. He didn’t look any different—not 
that he ever really did. Hair the color of straw and eyes the color of ice stared out from a thin 
face—the kind of face you would struggle to put an age on if you’d never met Phil before. 
His jaw was covered in a thin layer of blonde stubble, and Wilbur wondered if his father did 
that on purpose, considering he almost never saw Phil completely clean-shaven. 


When Phil’s eyes met Wilbur’s through the black mesh of the screen door, they widened. 
“Wil! You didn’t need to knock,” he said, opening the screen door and gesturing for him to 
come inside. 


Wilbur shrugged. “I dunno, it just felt weird to barge in unannounced.” 


“Mate, you’ve literally lived here for most of your life. It’s your home too,” Phil told him, 
giving him a thin-lipped smile. 


Swallowing down a comment about how it wasn’t his home anymore, Wilbur stepped into 
the house and nodded. “Fair enough. I won’t knock next time.” 


The inside of the house looked the same as always. Hardwood floors scarred with scratches 
caused by mishaps in moving furniture that Phil had never bothered to fix, a sagging blue 
couch that Wilbur was pretty sure was older than him, picture frames hanging on the wall that 
were in desperate need of a good dusting—sometimes Wilbur if this house was stuck in time, 
given how he could never pinpoint a single thing that had changed about it in the past five 
years. 


Kicking off his boots and leaving them by the front door, Wilbur tossed his coat onto the 
couch, and fiddled with the cuffs of his sweater sleeves as he followed Phil towards the 
kitchen. The smell of garlic and vegetables floated through the air, and Wilbur’s mouth 
watered. 


“You finally learned how to cook?” Wilbur asked, remembering how his childhood had been 
one of microwave meals and fast food dinners. 


Phil rolled his eyes. “Trying to learn. Techno’s been teaching me a few things here and there. 
He thinks I need to be more health-conscious.” 


Wilbur snorted. “He realizes you’re not that old, right?” 


“With the way he harasses me about shit like cholesterol, you’d think I’m in my fifties or 
something,” Phil said, huffing a bit. “But I figured it’s about time I learned how to cook 
something besides scrambled eggs and toast, so I’m trying to make chicken with broccoli and 
mashed potatoes tonight.” 


Now in the kitchen, Wilbur could see the chicken baking in the oven, while the broccoli 
hummed in the microwave. There was a large bowl of fluffy potatoes sitting on one of the 
counters, and Wilbur raised an eyebrow when he saw potato peels piled high in the trash can. 


“You made mashed potatoes from scratch?” Wilbur asked. 


“That’s the main thing Techno taught me how to make,” Phil snorted, cracking open the oven 
to check on the chicken. “I had to google a recipe for the chicken, and I just followed the 
instructions on the bag for the broccoli.” 


Of course. Techno and his love for all potato-themed dishes. 


Snaking through the narrow space between the counter and the stove, Wilbur darted for the 
dining table so he wouldn’t get in Phil’s way. Before he sat down though, he paused. 


“Ts there anything I can help with?” He asked, only having just realized that’s probably 
something he should offer. 


Phil shook his head. “Nah, it’s almost done anyway.” 


Nodding, Wilbur sat down in one of the hard wooden chairs at the table. He watched Phil 
rush around the kitchen, taking two chicken breasts on a metal tray out of the oven and 
setting them on top of the stove, before popping open the microwave and cursing under his 
breath as he grabbed the hot bowl with his fingers. 


Like always, his interactions with Phil were stilted at best. It had been easier when he was 
still living with Phil. Despite the invisible barrier always existing between them, they both 
knew how to move around one another, how to dip in and out of conversation without 
awkward pauses or jolting subject changes. But that had been a learned skill that they were 
both rusty at now. 


Wilbur stared at the table, running his fingers over a long scratch in the wood, remembering 
when he was ten and accidentally made that when he was trying to cut a piece of paper with a 
knife because he couldn’t find scissors. It was a miracle Wilbur hadn’t cut a finger off, but 
the dining table hadn’t been so lucky. 


Was it normal to feel like a stranger in your childhood home? There was no doubt Wilbur 
knew this place like the back of his hand. He knew every whorl in the wood floors, knew the 
exact part of the wall that had a slight indent in it from the time he had tripped and nearly 
knocked his own teeth out, and knew that if you lifted up the couch you’d find a large brown 
stain on the rug from an unfortunate incident with a bottle of soy sauce. But was knowing 
about a place the same thing as it being familiar to you? 


Wilbur wasn’t sure. Sitting at the dining table he’d spent nearly two decades eating at, 
watching his father struggle to put together the kind of dinner he’d never gotten as a child, he 
couldn’t help but feel like a guest in someone else’s home. Like he was trying to squeeze 
himself into a mold he’d long since outgrown. 


Maybe as a child Wilbur had belonged here. But adult Wilbur didn’t belong here whatsoever. 
Then again, Wilbur couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt like he belonged anywhere. Not 
in this town, not in this family, not in this life. 


So lost in his thoughts, Wilbur didn’t even notice Phil had finished the meal until he was 
putting a plate right down in front of his face. 


“Thank you,” Wilbur said, blinking himself out of his stupor. 
“You’re welcome,” Phil replied, going back to make his own plate. 


A few minutes later, they were both seated at the table and digging into the food. The 
potatoes were great, which didn’t surprise Wilbur because Techno had taught Phil how to 
make those. The chicken was a bit dry, and the broccoli was a bit overdone, but it was still 
leagues better than the few times Phil had tried to cook meals like this when Wilbur was a 
kid. At least this time the food was still food and not blackened char. 


“So,” Phil began, swallowing a piece of chicken, “how have things been?” 


Techno hadn’t told Phil about the beach incident, but he probably wanted Wilbur to tell him 
on his own. However, that probably wasn’t the sort of thing to bring up over dinner, so he 


decided to hold off on that for now. 


“It’s been fine,” Wilbur shrugged, taking a bite of broccoli. “Just the same old day in and day 
out.” He swallowed the food, washing it down with a sip of water. “What about you?” 


“How have I been?” Phil asked, raising an eyebrow. Wilbur nodded, and Phil shrugged in a 
way that eerily reminded Wilbur of himself. “Same as you pretty much. Working, gardening, 
you know how it is.” 


Gardening. Wilbur glanced out the window into the backyard, barely able to make out the 
thorny rose bushes in the dying light of the twilight sky. They had been his mother’s flowers 
originally. After she had died, Phil had taught himself how to garden to make sure they never 
lost their color completely. 


Silence descended on the table, and Wilbur once again longed for the days where they were 
better at this back and forth dance. When they hadn’t forgotten the choreography of their 
conversations to make these awkward bouts of quiet less noticeable. 


The sound of metal forks clinking against glass plates filled the space between them. Wilbur 
struggled to think of something else to say. 


“Do you ever feel that something’s missing in your life?” He finally asked after a few 
moments, the words slipping out from his mind unbidden. 


Phil blinked and cocked his head to the side as he considered the question, and it reminded 
Wilbur of the way crows would look at you, trying to analyze you with a mind that was far 
too intelligent for any normal bird to have. 


“How so?” Phil questioned, setting his fork down. 


Furrowing his brows, Wilbur thought back to the empty spaces in his life that seemed to be 
smothering him these days. 


“Like, you just feel like you lost something, but you can’t figure out what it was. You look at 
a chair and think there should be something sitting in it, or you feel like your apartment is too 
quiet at night even though you’ve lived alone for years. Like there’s an absence even though 
nothing filled that space in the first place,” Wilbur explained, eyes dropping to his plate as he 
spoke. 


Phil narrowed his eyes, still staring at him with that crow-like gaze. “I know the feeling, but I 
know where the absences came from in my life.” 


Wilbur winced. Of course Phil knew what it was like to be missing something in your life, 
because he’d had a hole in his heart ever since Wilbur’s mother died. 


“Sorry, I didn’t mean to bring it up,” Wilbur muttered, hair falling over his face as he took 
another bite of his food. 


“You don’t need to apologize,” Phil reassured him, finally picking up his fork again to eat. 
“That really just makes me worried about you.” 


Shaking his head, Wilbur speared another piece of broccoli and dipped it into the mashed 
potatoes because why the hell not. “I’m fine, I’ve just been in a weird mood the past few 
days.” 


Pale blonde eyebrows scrunched together. “Why? Did something happen?” 
Well... If Wilbur didn’t tell him now, when else would he tell him? 


“Um, yeah, I guess you could say something happened,” Wilbur admitted after a beat, 
scratching the back of his neck. Phil nodded for him to go on, and Wilbur took a breath to 
steady himself. “So you know how that dead body was found on the beach a few days ago?” 


“Yeah, Techno’s been telling me a bit about it. No one can identify him, right?” 


Wilbur nodded. “Yeah, they can’t. But, uh, I guess I should probably tell you that I’m the one 
who actually uh... found the body and called the police.” 


Phil’s eyes widened. “Wh- That was you?” 
“Yeah, it was. So I guess that, uh, fucked me up a bit,” Wilbur said, ducking his head again. 


A few seconds ticked by in silence as Phil let out a slow breath between his teeth. When 
Wilbur glanced up at Phil through his curls, he saw his father was staring at him with a 
pained look. 


“Why didn’t you tell me sooner? That must’ve been horrible to see,” Phil whispered. 


Wilbur winced. “I just- I didn’t want to worry you. And I’m fine, really, I just saw a dead 
body. It’s not like Techno hasn’t seen dozens of those.” 


“Yeah, but Techno is a police officer. He’s been trained to deal with that kind of stuff,” Phil 
reminded him, his tone softening to something so gentle, it reminded Wilbur of the way you 
spoke to a wounded animal. “Fucking hell, Wil. Of course you’re feeling a bit off. I think 
anyone would be freaked out after something like that.” 


Groaning, Wilbur dragged his hands down his face. Despite the constant tension humming 
between him and his father like a livewire, right now in his foggy state, he couldn’t stop the 
words from rushing out of his mouth like an overflowing faucet. 


“I had this dream a few nights ago,” Wilbur started, setting his fork down and twisting his 
fingers into his hair. “I was at the beach, and the dead kid was there too. But he wasn’t dead, 
he was alive, and he was talking to me. He knew my name and told me he wasn’t dead, that 
the body wasn’t him. Then he-” Wilbur’s breathing hitched as he took another unsteady 
breath. “He asked me to save him. Begged me, even.” 


Wilbur hadn’t even realized he was crying until he saw a tear drop onto his plate. Phil was 
already out of his chair, rushing around to the other side of the table and resting his hands on 
Wilbur’s shoulders. 
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“I just- everything just feels wrong!” Wilbur exclaimed, burying his face in his hands as his 
shoulders shook. “Something is fucking wrong and I can’t stop noticing it. It’s just the tiniest 
things, like a playlist I don’t remember making, or a sweatshirt that I don’t remember buying, 
and I keep thinking that if I just ignore it this feeling will eventually go away but it’s driving 
me fucking nuts! And now on top of it all, I feel like that fucking forest is watching me again 
and it’s just- it’s too much!” 


Phil rubbed Wilbur’s shoulders as he dissolved into a puddle of frustrated tears. He hated 
this. He hated not feeling like himself. He hated feeling like something was missing. He just 
wanted things to go back to normal, but he wasn’t even sure what normal was for him 
anymore. 


“I feel like I’m mourning someone I never even met,” Wilbur then confessed in a whisper. 


There was a moment of quiet as Phil continued to rub gentle ministrations into Wilbur’s 
shoulder blades, humming softly under his breath as Wilbur’s breathing began to slow. It only 
took a few seconds for Wilbur to realize Phil was humming in the same pattern as his 
breathing exercises, so Wilbur did his best to follow along, focusing on Phil’s voice as he 
counted the seconds in his head. 


Once again, in the back of his mind, Wilbur couldn’t help but think of how strange this was. 
He couldn’t remember the last time Phil had comforted him when he was crying. It probably 
had been sometime when he was still a teenager, but he couldn’t be sure. 


Eventually, after Wilbur’s breathing had calmed down and his tears had dried up, Phil moved 
his hands away from Wilbur’s back, and Wilbur had to bite down the urge to whine at the loss 
of contact. Maybe that had been the most human contact he could remember having in 
months, but he wasn’t going to tell Phil that. 


Setting his hands on the table next to Wilbur, Phil leaned down so they were face to face. 


“You said the forest is watching you again,” Phil said quietly, and Wilbur almost jumped 
back because out of everything he said, he hadn’t been expecting Phil to latch onto that. “Is it 
like when you were in high school?” 


Wilbur frowned. “Like when I was in high school?” 


Phil nodded. “Yeah, don’t you remember? You went to the forest one time with your friends 
at night because you were all telling each other ghost stories, and for the next few weeks you 
wouldn’t stop complaining to me about how you felt like the trees were watching you and it 
was freaking you out.” 


Wading through the fog in his mind, Wilbur faintly recalled something like that, but he didn’t 
remember it being as pronounced as it was now. “I... I didn’t think it was that bad.” 


“It was pretty bad,” Phil told him, dragging his chair around from the other side of the table 
so he could sit next to Wilbur. “You had nightmares about that place for nearly a month.” 


His frown deepened. “That’s weird. I don’t remember that.” 


“The forest has always been a creepy ass place,” Phil said, resting his hands on the table. 
“You said you found the body on the beach though, right?” 


“It was the part of the shore that’s, like, right next to the forest,” Wilbur explained, 
shuddering at the memory. 


Nodding again, Phil tucked a strand of blonde hair behind his ear. “Was the dream you had in 
the same place as where you found the body?” Wilbur nodded, and Phil pursed his lips. 
“Have you had any dreams since that first one?” 


“No, I’ve been taking my anxiety meds to sleep and I don’t dream when I’m sedated like 
that.” 


There was a beat as Phil considered this, scratching at the stubble on his jaw. 


“While I’d usually be happy that you’re using your medication like you’re supposed to, I 
think you might need to not take it for a night or two,” Phil started. “I know that dream 
probably freaked you the fuck out and I don’t blame you, but sometimes dreams can be trying 
to tell you something you can’t hear during the day.” 


Wilbur blinked. “Uh... what?” 


“I know it sounds kind of batshit,” Phil said, holding his hands up in mock surrender. “But 
there are a lot of stories about that forest. How it can connect people in unexpected ways. 
You might not be able to get rid of this weird feeling until you work out whatever it is the 
dead boy is trying to tell you.” 


“Are you saying you think I’m being haunted by a fucking ghost?” Wilbur asked, wondering 
if his dad had truly lost it. 


“T wouldn’t rule it out, but I think it’s more likely that you’re just not dealing with the trauma 
of seeing that dead boy, and your dreams might be trying to confront you about it,” Phil 
explained. “Either way, I don’t think taking those pills is helping you in any way.” 


“But isn’t that what I’m supposed to use them for? When I’m dealing with shit that’s making 
me anxious?” Wilbur challenged, meeting his dad’s eyes again. 


“Yes, it is. But I’m saying maybe just try not to take them for a night or two and see what 
happens. If it just makes you feel worse, go back to taking them. No harm done, y’know?” 


No harm done. Yeah, like having nightmares about a dead kid wasn’t going to cause any 
damage to his mental state in the long run. Great idea, dad. 


But... Wilbur couldn’t deny the logic in his father’s argument. Phil was right in pointing out 
that the pills didn’t seem to be helping. Maybe if Wilbur dreamt of the boy again and 
confronted him, he’d finally be able to get the peace he was so desperate for. 


Sighing, Wilbur dropped his hands into his lap. “Okay. I won’t take the pills tonight.” 


“Remember, they’re still gonna be there if you decide it’s worse without them,” Phil 
reassured him. 


For some reason, that thought didn’t comfort Wilbur as much as it should’ve. 
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Following Phil’s advice, that night, Wilbur didn’t take his medication. 
Sure enough, he found himself sitting on the beach again. 


Dawn was still cresting the sky. Pink and orange streaked above him in the sky like 
brushstrokes, and when Wilbur tried to take a breath, the salt in the air stung the back of his 
throat. 


He dug his fingers into the sand, feeling how warm it was as it crumpled around his 
fingertips. The waves reached for him again, the foam just barely brushing the tip of his boot. 
Wilbur scooted back to avoid it. 


When he looked up at the water itself, he saw the boy again. 


His back was to Wilbur. He stared out at the water, knees pulled up to his chest and chin 
resting on top. Although he couldn’t see his face from this angle, Wilbur could feel the 
sadness radiating off the boy. Like he was missing something so badly, it was a pain he 
projected out to everyone around him. 


“Hello?” Wilbur tried. 


Immediately, the boy’s head whipped around, his grey-blue eyes going wide when they met 
Wilbur’s. 


“Wilbur!” The boy cried out, the sadness dissipating away from him like morning fog fading 
in sunlight. Turning around, he crawled over to Wilbur on his knees, and Wilbur could see his 
jeans were soaking wet from the salt water. “You came back!” 


“Um, yeah, I did,” Wilbur said, not sure if he should mention he didn’t choose to dream 
about this place. 


The boy’s joy and relief faded away when he heard the uncertainty in Wilbur’s tone. “I- I 
thought you weren’t gonna come back for me. That you were just- you were gonna leave me 
here.” 


A wave of guilt surged through Wilbur despite the fact that he didn’t know this boy. He 
looked like he was struggling to hold back tears, and Wilbur noticed his eyes were decidedly 
more bloodshot than they had been the last time he’d had this dream. 


“Tm sorry,” Wilbur muttered, wringing his hands in his lap. “I just... I got freaked out.” 


The boy frowned at this. “Freaked out? Because of me?” 


Wilbur nodded. The boy winced, as if Wilbur had struck him across the face. 
“Why would you be freaked out by me?” The boy asked in a small voice. 
Shit. If he answered honestly, would he offend the kid? 

It was probably better than lying to him. 


“I mean... if you found a dead body on the beach and suddenly started dreaming about the 
guy, you'd be freaked out too, right?” Wilbur asked, unsure of why he felt so embarrassed to 
admit that. 


The boy was silent for a moment. Wilbur glanced up at him through the hair falling over his 
eyes, and saw the boy staring at him in shock. 


Seconds ticked by. The ocean reached for them again, and Wilbur moved his legs up further, 
while the boy didn’t flinch as the water pooled around his legs. 


Slowly, realization dawned on the boy’s face. 


“Do you know who I am, Wilbur?” He asked in a whisper so soft, Wilbur struggled to hear it 
over the ocean. 


Wilbur shook his head. “No, I don’t,” he said, wondering why the words tasted like dirt in his 
mouth. 


The boy’s breathing hitched, and Wilbur flinched when he saw a tear roll down the boy’s 
cheek. 


“You forgot me,” he whispered, sounding so completely broken, it made something ache in 
Wilbur’s own chest. 


“Tm sorry.” Wilbur wasn’t sure why he was apologizing, but it felt like the right thing to do. 


More tears fell down the boy’s cheeks, but he brought up his damp sweatshirt sleeve to wipe 
them away. “It- It’s okay,” he said, although the cracks in his voice didn’t make his words 
sound very reassuring. “I don’t- It’s not your fault, I don’t think.” 


There was a moment of silence as the boy wiped at his eyes a bit more, dragging his hands 
down his face before digging his fingers into the sand. 


“Fuck, no wonder you looked so freaked out the first time you showed up here,” the boy 
muttered, letting out a weak chuckle. 


“Am I supposed to know who you are?” Wilbur asked, his own words nearly swallowed by 
the quiet roar of the waves. 


The boy nodded, giving Wilbur a pained smile. “You are, but if I tell you who I am, you’ll 
just think it’s some fucked up dream, won’t you?” 


Wilbur didn’t answer, but the boy was right and he knew it. 


Taking his silence as an answer, the boy took a shaky breath. “Shit, okay, this really 
complicates things.” He rubbed his eyes again and turned so he wasn’t looking at Wilbur, as 
if meeting Wilbur’s eyes was painful for him. “There’s a place you can go that might help 
you remember. I don’t know if it'll work, but it’s the only thing I can think of.” 


“Somewhere in this place?” Wilbur questioned, gesturing to the beach around them. 


The boy shook his head. “Not in the dream. I mean when you wake up. Do you know the 
train tracks on the edge of town?” 


Wilbur knew the train tracks. They sat right outside the border of the town itself, littered with 
abandoned freight trains after the line had been shut down when Wilbur was just a kid. No 
one had ever bothered to take the rails off or collect the rusted over train cars, which had 
made it a popular party spot for teenagers. 


“T’m familiar with them, yeah.” 


“If you go there when you wake up, you’ll find a shoebox in the far back corner of one of the 
freight cars. I need you to go find that shoebox, Wilbur,” the boy told him, still not looking at 
him. “It might help, it might not, but it’s the only thing I can think of.” 


Wilbur opened his mouth to ask why the boy couldn’t just tell him what was going on. But 
before he could, another wave came, much stronger than the others. 


Yelping, Wilbur scrambled back on the sand, while the lower half of the boy’s body was 
engulfed by the water. 


The last thing Wilbur saw before he woke up was the boy giving him one of the saddest 
smiles he’d ever seen. 
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When Wilbur woke up, he knew he had a choice. 


He could either ignore the dream and go about his day, taking the pills again and pretending 
he couldn’t feel the eyes watching him. 


Or he could listen to the dream. Listen to the dead boy telling him to go to the train tracks. 
Believe in the impossible and hope that somehow, this wild goose chase gave him the 
answers he so desperately craved. 


When Wilbur found himself putting his morning coffee in a travel mug, that’s when he 
realized he’d already made his decision. 


It was harder than usual to wade through the fog this morning. His mind kept getting off 
track, thoughts of work and traffic and other mundane things distracting him from what he 
was trying to do. He paused a few times as he got dressed, questioning what he was doing, 
but then he’d remember the tears rolling down the boy’s cheeks and would hear his voice 
telling him to go to the train tracks. 


Wilbur struggled to ignore the empty passenger seat as he drove to the edge of town. He 
turned on that playlist he couldn’t remember making, finding himself mouthing to lyrics to 
songs he couldn’t remember hearing before. The coffee in his mug was bitter on his tongue, 
and he focused on that sharpness, clinging to it as he tried to keep himself from drowning in 
his disoriented thoughts. 


It wasn’t hard to find the dirt turn off that led to the tracks. Wilbur had made this drive 
hundreds of times as a teenager, and it was still ingrained in his memory many years later. 
The sky above was swollen with dark clouds, the promise of rain hanging heavily over his 
head. 


When he spotted the first rusted train car, he pulled the car to a stop. Cutting the engine, the 
song Wilbur had been humming along to cut off as well, and the resulting silence was almost 
suffocating in how much it weighed down his shoulders. 


He stepped out of the car, his boots squishing against overgrown green grass. The coffee mug 
in his hand was like a lifeline, the sharp taste reminding him of why he was there every time 
he felt himself starting to drift. 


Except the more he walked, the less he felt he needed the coffee. The fog was clearing itself 
from his head for the first time in days, and with every step forward, it was less and less 
difficult to focus on what he was doing. 


Dark weeds and vibrant wildflowers poked between the metal tracks that had long since been 
abandoned. Wilbur passed an overturned train car, eyeing the way the rust had eaten away at 
the metal over the decades. He hopped up onto the tracks themselves, balancing with his 
arms out like he was fifteen again, trying to walk across the rails without ever touching the 
grass. 


A raindrop landed on his head. Wilbur glanced up to see the clouds swirling like a rolling 
ocean. It was probably going to start pouring any minute now. 


The tugging in his chest was back. Wilbur tried not to think too hard about where he was 
going, instead letting the tugging sensation pull him forward. He was far enough away from 
the forest now that he didn’t feel the eyes watching him for the first time in days, and the 
relief of that alone was enough to make him want to cry. 


But he held it together, because he was here for a reason. His feet seemed to know where he 
needed to go, because soon enough, he was standing in front of a rather indistinct freight car 
he would’ve never noticed on his own. 


The door was open to the car on both sides. Wilbur could see through to the grassy meadow 
behind the tracks, noticing the long weeds poking their dark heads out, reaching for the rain 
that was starting to come down in a gentle pitter patter. 


Wilbur hopped up into the train car, grunting when his knees slammed against the metal floor. 
He remembered all the times he’d done this as a teenager, sneaking out here with Quackity, 
Sapnap, Karl, Tina—and just about everyone else that they were on friendly terms with. No 
single friend group owned the train tracks. It was something that united the entire student 
body, where they would all swap joints and cigarettes like candy, passing around bottles of 
rum swiped from parent’s liquor cabinets, ignoring the way the spiced brown liquid sat 
heavily in their stomachs in favor of pretending like they were drunker than they were. 


The inside of the train car still had some wooden crates inside of it from a delivery that never 
reached its destination. Pushing to his feet, Wilbur turned on his phone flashlight as he 


ducked towards the back corner where the faint light from outside didn’t reach, eyes 
skimming around for any kind of shoebox. 


At first, he didn’t see anything and almost turned around. But then something glinted off the 
light from his phone, and Wilbur paused to take a closer look. 


Hidden behind one of the wooden crates in the very back of the car, Wilbur saw a shard of 
glass on the ground. Then, he noticed a blanket, and when he stepped closer, he noticed an 
entire nook hidden behind the crates like the kind of place a homeless person might hole up 
to stay the night. 


Deja vu washed over him as he looked over the makeshift bed. 


There was no sign of anyone having been there recently. The blanket was dark and 
disheveled, and Wilbur noticed a few pieces of trash strewn around—candy wrappers and an 
empty bag of chips. Kneeling down, Wilbur patted the blanket (it was surprisingly clean for 
sitting in an abandoned train car) and felt his hand hit something square. 


Reaching under the fabric, Wilbur pulled out a pack of cigarettes. His stomach clenched 
when he recognized it as his favorite brand. 


Pocketing the cigarettes, Wilbur pulled the rest of the blanket away. His breath caught in his 
throat when he spotted it. 


Sure enough, underneath the blanket there was a black shoebox for the same brand of boots 
Wilbur was wearing right now. Reaching out, he tugged the shoebox over, and heard several 
things shift inside of it. 


His heart was pounding in his chest. He lifted the shoebox, carrying it back to the door to the 
train car so he could look at the contents in the daylight. 


Sitting down with his feet hanging over the edge of the train car door, Wilbur could hear the 
rain steadily thrumming against the metal roof. He stared at the shoebox, hands shaking as he 
prepared to flip the lid off, and the boy’s words echoed in his ears. 


”It might help, it might not, but it’s the only thing I can think of.” 


This might give Wilbur the answers he was so desperate for. It might tell him why there was 
an empty space in his chest, a yawning cavern nagging at him like an open wound. 


Or it might not give him anything. This might just be a shoebox full of junk, and Wilbur 
would be right back where he started. 


There was only one way to find out. 
Taking a deep breath, Wilbur flipped open the shoebox lid. 


There were pictures inside. Polaroids that looked like the same kind of film Wilbur had for 
his old polaroid camera back at his apartment. 


He lifted one up, and his heart leapt into his throat. 


It was a picture of him. It looked like he was sitting in the train car, bright sunshine making 
the grass on the other side of the car glow behind him. In the picture, Wilbur was smiling 
widely, but that wasn’t what surprised Wilbur the most. 


No, it was that Wilbur had his arm wrapped around someone in the picture. 


He had to blink a few times to make his eyes focus on the second face in the picture. But 
when he finally got his vision to stop blurring, he found himself staring into familiar grey- 
blue eyes. 


It was the boy. His cheeks were rosy, and there was no seaweed in his hair as he beamed at 
the camera. He was leaning into Wilbur’s side, Wilbur tugging him close with a kind of 
familiarity that suggested this was a normal thing between them. 


The next picture was similar. The boy seemed to have taken this one, making some kind of 
over dramatic pouty face as Wilbur gave the camera a flat stare, like he was annoyed about 
something. But Wilbur could see the mirth dancing in his own dark eyes, and could tell he 
hadn’t actually been as upset as his face would suggest. 


There was a picture just of Wilbur, once again giving the camera a flat stare with something 
that looked like... a milkshake? Spilled down the front of his shirt. There was a hand 
stretched out in front of the camera as well, flipping Wilbur off, and Wilbur guessed the boy 
had taken the picture. 


The last picture was just of the boy. He looked like he had fallen asleep in the grass in the 
meadow, his face framed by the green fronds and small white flowers. It would’ve been a 
peaceful picture, if not for the giant ‘BABY MAN’ written across his forehead in black 
marker. Wilbur had a feeling he took that picture. 


The more Wilbur’s eyes skimmed over these pictures, the more his throat threatened to close 
up on him. He didn’t remember taking these, but the proof was in front of his eyes. 


The boy was right. Wilbur had known him, and somehow had forgotten him. 


Swallowing down the bile rising in his throat, Wilbur looked past the pictures in his hands, 
and noticed something else in the shoebox. 


It was a necklace. Situated on a silver chain, Wilbur saw a small pendant in the shape of a 
crown. As Wilbur picked it up and dropped the crown in his palm, he ran his thumb over the 
silver metal, feeling the warmth humming under its surface. 


Suddenly, a memory flashed in his mind. 
”Wilbur! Look what I found!” 


They were on the beach, and the sky was quickly shifting to a deep purple color as dusk 
neared its end. Seagulls cawed overhead, the forest looming over them in the distance. 


Wilbur s boots squished against the damp sand. His hands were shoved into his pockets, 
fingers wrapped around his car keys as they had prepared to leave. The sea breeze whipped 
his hair around his head, and he had to bring a hand up to push his curls back to see what 
the boy was holding. 


“What is it?” 


“Its a necklace,” the boy said, holding up the crown necklace. The pendant was covered in 
sand, and the boy quickly crouched down to dip it in the water before straightening back up. 


Saltwater dripped from the metal. The boy was holding it up proudly, like he had won a prize. 


“Did you just find that in the sand?” Wilbur asked, narrowing his eyes as the boy pulled the 
necklace back. 


“Yup! Guess it washed up on the beach,” the boy said, wrapping his fingers around the 
chain. “I can keep it, right Wilbur?” 


Wilbur snorted. “I mean, if it washed up from the ocean, I doubt anyone 5 looking for it. So 
yeah, you can keep it, Tommy.” 


The boy—Tommy—grinned and shoved it into his jean pocket. “Fuck yeah!” 
“Aren t you going to wear it? ” Wilbur asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Tommy shook his head. “Nah, I’m not much of a necklace man myself. Not part of my ass- 
thetic. But I'll put it in the memory box we have next time we go to the tracks.” 


“Its aesthetic, Tommy. Not ass-thetic,” Wilbur corrected, slinging an arm around Tommy 5 
shoulders as he turned to head towards the parking lot. 


“Don t care, I’m saying ass-thetic because it’s funnier,” Tommy shot back, leaning into 
Wilbur's side as they walked. 


Wilbur laughed, with fondness warming his chest. 


Blinking out of the memory, Wilbur startled when he saw the pendant in the palm of his hand 
once again. 


Tommy. The boy’s name was Tommy. 


For a moment, Wilbur waited. As if remembering the boy’s name meant all of his apparent 
missing memories were going to rush back all at once. 


That didn’t happen though. The only piece he had was still just the memory at the beach. 


He slipped the necklace over his head before putting the pictures back in the shoebox. His 
heart was pounding in his chest as he pushed to his feet, holding onto the shoebox for dear 
life as he hopped out of the train and back onto the tracks. 


Fat, icy raindrops fell onto his head. One particularly large raindrop ran down his back, and 
Wilbur shuddered, but he had a feeling it wasn’t from the cold. 


He’d forgotten Tommy. Clearly, Tommy was important to him, and Wilbur had forgotten 
everything about him. 


Wilbur wasn’t sure if he wanted to laugh or cry. Laugh because he’d finally found out what 
was missing, or cry because now he knew why it felt like there was a hole where his chest 
should be. 


Grief. He was grieving Tommy and hadn’t even known it. 
As he walked away from the train car, another memory flashed in his mind. 


”Holy shit, Wil, this thing is so cool!” Tommy exclaimed, climbing into the car with a 
heaving grunt. 


“Right? I used to hang out here all the time when I was your age,” Wilbur told him, grinning 
as he hopped up next to the boy. 


Holding onto the railing next to the door, Tommy leaned out so he could see the sky. Night 
had fallen long ago, and this far out from the lights of the town, Wilbur could see thousands 
of stars glittering against the expanse of black. 
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“Whoa,” Tommy breathed, his bright eyes going wide. “I really like it out here.’ 


“The further out you get from town, the better things are,” Wilbur huffed, resting his hands 
behind him and leaning back. 


Tommy snorted, pulling himself back into the car and sitting down next to Wilbur. “You can 
say that again. This place is a shithole.”’ 


“You don t even know the half of it,” Wilbur told him, grinning when Tommy rested his head 
on Wilbur 5 shoulder. “This town is terrible. It’s so much better out in the rest of the world.” 


“Then why do you stay?” Tommy asked, his voice softer than it had been before. 


Wilbur s breath puffed in front of his face in the cool night air. The stars twinkled above his 
head, and Wilbur imagined what it would be like to have wings—large, dark wings that he 
could use to just fly towards the stars and never come back. 


“T guess I’ve been staying for my dad, but I’m starting to realize he doesn t need me as much 
as I think he does, ” Wilbur admitted, dragging a hand through his hair. There was a beat 
between them, and Wilbur cracked another small smile as he glanced down at Tommy. 
“Maybe when you turn eighteen we'll just hop in my car and get the hell out of here.” 


Tommy 5 face lit up at that. “Really?!” 


“Of course,” Wilbur chuckled. “You’re my partner in crime after all.” 


Snickering, Tommy burrowed further into Wilbur s side. “Resident crime boys, going on tour! 
Thats gonna be us soon.” 


The fondness inside of him burned like a low and steady flame as he pulled Tommy closer. 
“Yeah Toms, that’s gonna be us soon.”’ 


For the first time in a long time, Wilbur didn t taste any dirt when making a promise. 


By the time he got back to his car, his hair was plastered to his forehead and his jacket was 
soaked. He’d shielded the shoebox with his body, and gently placed it on the passenger seat 
in the car. 


His chest ached. Everything ached, in all honesty. The yawning chasm inside of him was 
impossible to ignore now that he knew where it came from. 


Staring at the passenger seat of the car, Wilbur had to blink away tears burning in his eyes as 
more pieces of memories flashed through his mind. It was nothing as solid as the other two 
memories he’d seen, but he could picture Tommy sitting in the passenger seat of his car, 
blonde hair bouncing up and down as he sang loudly to the playlist Wilbur couldn’t 
remember making. 


How did he meet Tommy? How long had they known each other for? They were close, that 
much was obvious. But how had this random kid seemingly wormed his way into every 
aspect of Wilbur’s life? 


A glance at the clock told Wilbur he was going to be late for his shift if he didn’t get a move 
on. His fingers were stiff as he forced himself to start the car. The unfamiliar playlist—now 
Wilbur knew he and Tommy had made it together—turned on again, and Wilbur couldn’t 
bear to turn it off as he drove, despite the way it made his throat want to close up again. 


A little while later, Wilbur found himself standing behind the counter at the diner, more 
flashes of memories trickling into his mind like sand from an hourglass. Tommy used to 
come into the diner a lot to mess with him while he worked. 


Wilbur would slip him free food whenever he could. If he gave Tommy french fries though, it 
was an open invitation for Tommy to throw them at Wilbur’s head. It hadn’t been uncommon 
for him to get home and find a french fry hidden somewhere in his shirt. 


Still wearing the necklace, Wilbur found himself grabbing onto it without thinking every 
once in a while. He would rub his thumb against the metal of the crown, and somehow, it 
made his head feel clearer. Along with that, more flashes of memory seemed to pop up every 
time Wilbur did it, and he wasn’t sure if that made him feel better or worse. 


The diner was bubbling with life like always. Patrons chatted at their booths, the cook kept 
calling out orders every few minutes, the rain outside was hitting the roof of the diner in an 
almost musical rhythm. 


The door chimed with a new customer, and a rock dropped into Wilbur’s gut when he saw 
Techno and Puffy both walking for the breakfast bar. 


Both of them looked exhausted. Puffy’s curly hair was a frizzy mess, while deep bags had 
settled themselves under Techno’s eyes. There was also something haunted in both their 
faces. A darkness behind their eyes that Wilbur couldn’t put a name to. 


It made him feel uneasy, so he grabbed the necklace again. The dread curling in his gut 
lessened just a bit. 


“Hey guys,” Wilbur greeted, trying not to look worried as he glanced between them. 
“Coffee?” 


“Yes please,” Puffy said, with Techno nodding in agreement. 
Wilbur poured them both their coffees, sliding over the cream and sugars as well. 


“You both look like shit,” Wilbur said after a moment, watching Puffy eagerly gulp down 
about half her coffee. 


“We’re just... I guess you could say we’re in low spirits,” Puffy explained quietly, tapping 
the side of her mug. 


“The coroner gave us a cause of death for the John Doe,” Techno chimed in, running a hand 
down his face. “It was an accidental drowning. Nothing suspicious about it.” 


A wave of nausea rolled over Wilbur at that. Tommy. They were talking about Tommy. He 
had drowned. 


So caught up in his lost memories, Wilbur had almost forgotten that at the crux of all of this, 
Tommy was dead. Or at least, he was supposed to be. 


But that wasn’t- No, he couldn’t be dead. He had told Wilbur himself he wasn’t dead! 


Those had just been dreams though. What if that’s all it was? Wilbur’s subconscious could 
have been struggling to deal with the death of his friend, so it coped by creating strange 
dreams where Tommy claimed he was still alive. 


That didn’t explain how Wilbur lost his memories in the first place though. There was 
something more going on, Wilbur could feel it deep in his bones. 


“We still can’t identify him,” Techno was going on, forcing Wilbur to tune back into the 
conversation. “We checked with all the other nearby counties and no one recognizes him.” 


Wilbur’s jaw clenched. 


“Look, I can’t explain how I know this, but his name is Tommy,” Wilbur said to both of them 
without thinking. “He’s seventeen and he’s from this town. I- It’s hard to remember, but I 
think he was in foster care and-” 


“It’s just so sad,” Puffy muttered, not even looking at Wilbur as he spoke. “Some kid drowns 
and no one knows who he is? He’s gotta have someone out there looking for him. His poor 
parents must be losing their minds.” 


Wilbur blinked. “Did you hear me? I said I know him, his name is Tommy!” 


Neither Techno or Puffy reacted to him. Techno just shrugged and took a sip of his coffee. 
“It’s bad luck all around. We’ll probably have to reach out to the state to put his description 
up so someone can find him.” 


Narrowing his eyes, Wilbur noticed that both Puffy and Techno’s gazes seemed to look 
almost... glazed over? Neither of them were focusing on him, instead murmuring to one 
another as they sipped at their drinks, as if Wilbur was completely invisible. 


“Uh, guys?” 
Suddenly, both of them looked up at him. 
“Wilbur? Were you saying something?” Techno asked, frowning at him. 


Wilbur’s heart pounded in his chest as he opened his mouth again. “Yeah, I was trying to tell 
you the kid isn’t a John Doe. His name is Tommy.” 


As soon as Wilbur mentioned the kid, it was as if a switch had been flipped. Both Puffy and 
Techno’s eyes dropped from him, that glazed sheen returning as they seemed to forget about 
his existence in less than a second. 


What the fuck? 


Taking a step back from the counter, Wilbur looked between them both, wondering if this 
was what it felt like to have a building drop on top of you. They couldn’t hear him. Whenever 
he brought up Tommy, it was like his words turned to static, and they both just tuned him out. 


This didn’t make sense. This didn’t make any sense at all. 


Digging into his pocket, Wilbur took out his phone and pulled up Phil’s number. He had to 
try this with someone else. 


Wilbur: Hey dad, remember the dead kid? Yeah, I know him, his name is Tommy 


Wilbur pressed send on the message with trembling fingers. The blue sending bar appeared 
above the message, pausing when it got to the halfway part. Wilbur waited with his blood 
roaring in his ears, and after a few seconds, a red alert symbol appeared next to his text. 


Message failed to send. 


Frowning, Wilbur tapped to try again. The same thing happened, resulting in a second failed 
message alert. 


Backspacing his other message, Wilbur typed up something else. 
Wilbur: Hey Phil 


That was it. No mention of Tommy. Just a hello. 


He pressed send. The blue sending bar only appeared for a second before it went through, 
giving him a ‘delivered’ notification underneath. 


Less than a minute later, three dots popped up, showing Phil was typing a response. 
Phil: Hey Wil, what’s up? 

Wilbur: The dead kid, his name is Tommy 

Message failed to send. 

Wilbur: I know who the dead kid is 

Message failed to send. 

Wilbur: Did I ever mention someone named Tommy to you? 

Message failed to send. 

Wilbur: Tommy 

Message failed to send. 

More dots popped up underneath all of Wilbur’s failed message attempts. 

Phil: Wil, you there? I can see you typing 

Sighing, Wilbur typed up the first excuse he could think of. 

Wilbur: Sorry, my service is being a bit shit rn so I was testing to see if it worked 
Phil: Oh ok! Lmk if you need anything 


Biting back a groan of frustration, Wilbur pocketed his phone again and noticed Techno and 
Puffy staring at him oddly. 


“You alright, Wil?” Techno asked, raising an eyebrow. “You look a bit upset.” 


No, I’m not fucking alright. Anytime I try to say the name of my best friend who may or may 
not be dead, no one seems to be able to hear me. 


Instead of saying that though, Wilbur schooled his expression into something more neutral. 
“My phone is just being weird,” Wilbur lied. 

“Like broken?” Puffy asked, furrowing her brows. 

Wilbur shook his head. “Service is just spotty in here.” 


A call from the cook behind him pulled Wilbur’s attention away, and he gratefully took the 
out from Puffy and Techno both. As he put the dishes on the tray to deliver them to their 


designated table, he couldn’t ignore the fear creeping up inside of him like vines growing in 
his lungs. 


Something was wrong. That had become obvious to Wilbur when he realized that he’d 
forgotten his best friend, but now this only reaffirmed it. Wilbur had never been one to 
believe in the supernatural outside of getting a little creeped out from scary stories here and 
there, but there was nothing natural about that glazed over look both Techno and Puffy got 
anytime Wilbur tried to say Tommy’s name to them. 


Wilbur didn’t try to talk to Techno and Puffy for the rest of their meal. Normally, Techno 
would push him to chat more, but he seemed distracted by his conversation with his 
coworker. Wilbur busied himself by wiping down tables far more than he needed to, and 
thankfully it wasn’t long before Techno was dropping his money on the table and the two of 
them were heading out. 


The rest of his shift passed by in a blur. Whenever his head got too foggy, he’d grab the 
necklace again, and it would help his thoughts fall back in order. Still, it wasn’t necessarily a 
good thing to have his thoughts in order. Because this newfound clarity in his mind came 
with questions. Questions as to what the fuck was going on. Nothing about this was normal, 
and Wilbur felt like he was going to push himself to the edge of a breakdown if he focused on 
it too much. 


Eventually, his shift came to a blessed end. He got back in his car and blasted the songs that 
were far more familiar to him now than they were yesterday. He sang as he drove, despite the 
hollow feeling in his chest. Because if he sang loud enough, he could almost pretend like he 
could hear Tommy’s voice singing along with him. If he focused on the road and didn’t look 
in the passenger seat, he could imagine Tommy sitting there, singing right alongside him with 
a smile brighter than the sun. 


When he got back to his home, a part of him was tempted to bury himself under his blankets 
until he passed out so he could try to talk to Tommy again. But he wasn’t tired yet, and he 
knew that he didn’t dream if he took his anxiety meds so it wasn’t like he could just use those 
to make himself tired. 


This meant he was stuck following his nightly routine. It was so much worse now that he 
recognized the source of the emptiness that swallowed him inside his one bedroom 
apartment. He was still missing a lot, but he could see flashes of Tommy sitting on the 
counter while Wilbur made dinner and trying to kick him as he moved around the kitchen, or 
Tommy spreading himself out on the couch with a blanket wrapped around him like a burrito 
as he announced what movie they were going to watch that night. 


From the bits and pieces that had filtered back into his mind so far, Wilbur remembered that 
Tommy had been in foster care. He had been orphaned at a young age, and was moved 
between countless foster homes because of his ‘difficult’ behavior. He had been sixteen when 
he had been moved to Wilbur’s town to stay with a foster family there, and was now on the 
verge of turning eighteen. 


Although there were gaps, Wilbur was able to put the pieces together well enough with what 
he had so far. From what he could tell, Tommy had practically lived with him. If his foster 


parents were that attentive, they likely wouldn’t have been fine with the fact that Tommy 
spent more time with some random man in his twenties instead of with them. But since that 
hadn’t been the case, he could only imagine that Tommy’s home life wasn’t a great one. 


From what Wilbur could tell, everyone’s memories of Tommy had been erased following... 
whatever happened to land him in the ocean. But even if they hadn’t, Wilbur had a strange 
feeling he wouldn’t be expecting Tommy’s foster parents to go out of their way to look for 
him. 


As he was making himself dinner that night, Wilbur found himself setting out two bowls 
instead of one again by mistake. This time though, he knew why he did that, and he had to 
squeeze his eyes shut and count his breathing for a few minutes before he was able to 
continue. 


Wilbur was wholly a stranger to grief. Sure, he had felt grief in a distanced sense whenever 
he caught brief glimpses of the old photos of his mother Phil had buried in their garage—an 
ache forming inside of him that felt more like he was trying to replicate what he thought he 
should feel instead of actually feeling much about her at all—but it wasn’t anything like this. 


At that moment, Wilbur felt like there was a black hole in his chest. He was caving in on 
himself, struggling to push air in and out of his lungs whenever he paused for a second too 
long. There was the small flickering hope that kept sparking in the darkness whenever he 
remembered the dreams, but Wilbur didn’t want to let himself feel that kind of hope. He 
didn’t want to let that flame grow, because he had seen Tommy’s dead body with his own 
eyes. 


Wilbur was in the middle of chewing his tasteless salad when Tommy’s corpse flashed in his 
mind’s eye once again. He ended up rushing to the bathroom, and by the time he got back to 
the kitchen, he’d long since lost his appetite for his dinner. 


Once he had cleaned up the remnants of his meal, Wilbur found himself sitting in front of the 
TV again, mourning how cold the empty space next to him was. 


A harsh buzzing from the table startled him out of his trance. Reaching forward, Wilbur 
grabbed his phone off the coffee table, and almost cried with relief when he saw the contact 
name. 


“Hi Niki.” 


“Hi Wil,” Niki greeted, her voice soft and tinged with something worried. “Are you okay? 
You sound upset.” 


Wilbur almost snorted at how well she could read him. “I only said two words to you.” 
“And they sounded sad,” Niki emphasized. “Is something going on?” 


God, Wilbur wanted to tell her. But it wasn’t like he could just explain everything about 
Tommy and the whole mystery of the entire town seemingly forgetting him to her. Hell, he 


didn’t even think he could, considering what happened when he tried it with Puffy and 
Techno. 


“It’s complicated,” he said after a minute of struggling to put a word to it. 


“How so?” Niki asked, and he heard shuffling on the other end that told Wilbur she was 
sitting down to give him her full attention. 


Sighing, Wilbur dragged a hand down his face. He wanted to give her something, anything to 
get this weight off his chest. But he doubted whatever was suppressing the others from 
remembering Tommy would let him tell Niki about him. 


“This isn’t about that question I asked you about that friend of yours, right?” Niki asked 
when Wilbur didn’t respond. 


That made Wilbur freeze. Niki had asked him about a new friend he’d made the last time they 
called. At the time, Wilbur couldn’t remember Tommy, so he had no clue what she was 
talking about. But she must’ve been referring to him. 


How the hell did she remember him mentioning Tommy when Quackity had said Wilbur 
hadn’t hung out with anyone in ages? 


Straightening up in his seat, Wilbur figured he might as well try. “Actually, it kind of is. I 
think I might know who you’re talking about now.” 


“Oh?” 

Wilbur took a deep breath. “Does the name Tommy ring any bells?” 
There was a pause. Then, 

“Sorry, you got really staticky there for a second. Can you repeat that?” 


Shit. Electronic interference. Probably similar to whatever had made him unable to text 
Tommy’s name to Phil. 


Slumping back into the couch, Wilbur brought his hand up to the necklace again, fiddling 
with it for a moment before absently biting the edge of it with his teeth. Maybe he shouldn’t 
chew on a necklace he’d found in a shoebox in an abandoned train car, but he’d lost his fidget 
cube a few months back and it was helping his nerves. 


“Wil? Can you repeat that again?” Niki pressed when Wilbur didn’t respond. 


While Wilbur knew it was pointless, he decided to try again anyway. “I asked if the name 
Tommy rang any bells,” he asked, his words slightly slurred by the pendant. 


Niki’s response was immediate. 


“Oh yeah! It was Tommy!” Niki said, and Wilbur nearly shot out of his seat. “Do you guys 
still talk?” 


Holy fuck. Niki heard him say Tommy’s name. She remembered him. 


The necklace fell from his lips and back onto his chest. “Holy shit, you remember me 
mentioning Tommy?” 


Niki’s response was distorted by static. “Sorry, can- repeat that?” 


Wilbur frowned, wondering how he’d gotten a moment of clear connection to say Tommy’s 
name before, only for it to disappear just as fast. 


His eyes flickered down to the crown pendant resting on his sweater. When he’d had it in his 
mouth—next to the phone—Niki had been able to hear him. 


Grabbing the pendant, Wilbur held it up next to the phone speaker. “Is it better now?” 


Niki’s voice came back loud and clear. “Yeah, I can hear you! I asked if you and Tommy still 
talk?” 


It was the necklace. 


That morning at the train car, Wilbur hadn’t been able to remember anything until he put on 
the necklace. Now, Niki could only hear him talk about Tommy if he held the necklace up to 
the phone. 


Somehow, the necklace was able to counteract whatever the hell was keeping everyone from 
being able to remember Tommy. 


Holy shit. 
“Wil? You still there?” 


Blinking back to attention, Wilbur realized he needed to figure out a way to answer her 
question. He didn’t want to tell Niki that Tommy was dead, because right now Wilbur wasn’t 
sure if that was completely accurate or not. Not to mention, Wilbur wasn’t sure if he could 
find it in himself to actually say the words out loud. Because saying it would make it real. 
The body Wilbur had found would no longer be some John Doe, it would be his Tommy. 


Wilbur wasn’t sure if he was ready to confront that right now. 


“We, uh, were talking a lot actually. I just- I dunno, I guess I don’t think of Tommy as a 
‘new’ friend because it feels like I’ve known him for so long, which is why I didn’t realize 
you were talking about him the other night,” Wilbur said, the words spilling out of him 
without thought. 


“Oh, that’s really good then! Are you two close?” 


“Yeah,” Wilbur answered without thinking, letting muscle memory take over where his 
conscious memories failed him. “He’s great, Niki. He’s funny as hell and loud to boot, but 
while sometimes people can get annoyed by him really easily, he’s actually a great kid.” 


“He sounds great, Wil,” Niki giggled. “You should bring him up next time you come visit.” 
She paused for a beat. “Or when you move up here if you ever get over your fear of leaving 
your hometown.” 


Wilbur clenched his jaw. While he wanted to open his mouth to deny that, a coldness settled 
over his shoulders, telling him it was true. For all his talk about how much he hated the town, 
there was also something about the idea of fully leaving that terrified him. 


But that wasn’t his main problem right now. 


“Uh, yeah, that’s where it gets complicated,” he said instead, choosing to ignore Niki’s 
comment for now. 


“Did you two have a falling out?” Niki asked, and he could perfectly imagine her grey eyes 
narrowing with worry. 


“Not really, um... well, he’s missing,” is what Wilbur ended up settling for. 
Niki let out a sharp gasp. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry. How long has he been missing for?” 


“A few days,” Wilbur said, eyeing the dull silver of the crown pendant. “But I’m going to try 
and find him.” 


“Do you know where he is?” Niki questioned. 


“No, but I think I might know how to find out where he is,” Wilbur explained, eyeing the 
clock on his wall and seeing that it was nearly midnight. He wasn’t sure how that much time 
had passed, but he wasn’t going to complain because it meant he was that much closer to 
talking to Tommy again. 


“Tf you think you can find him, you should try. But make sure to stay safe, Wilbur,” Niki 
reminded him gently. 


Wrapping his fingers around the pendant, Wilbur nodded despite Niki not being able to see it. 
“T will.” 
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It didn’t take long for Wilbur to fall asleep after he hung up his call with Niki. He’d 
practically flung himself into bed after he’d finished talking to her, nestling himself under the 
blankets with the pendant resting securely on his chest. 


When Wilbur opened his eyes to see the beach in front of him, he could feel the cool metal of 
the necklace against his skin. 


Tommy was still there. He wasn’t facing Wilbur this time, instead staring out towards the 
ocean, the water rushing around his jeans as a wave crashed onto the shore. 


This time, Wilbur noticed Tommy was a lot closer to the part of the shore where beach met 
forest. The trees loomed behind Tommy’s head, but Wilbur couldn’t bring himself to care 
when he had Tommy sitting right in front of him. 


“Hey,” Wilbur said softly, digging his fingers into the warm sand. 


Tommy whipped his head around, pale eyes going wide when he saw Wilbur sitting only a 
few feet away from him. 


“hi,” he said cautiously, his voice rough. 


Sharp pain lanced through Wilbur’s chest when he saw the deep sorrow in Tommy’s eyes. 
His brows were furrowed, and his knuckles were white where they gripped the edges of his 
sweatshirt. His silent question hung heavily in the salt-laden air between them as he gave 
Wilbur an expectant look. 


“T went to the train car and found the shoebox like you told me to, Tommy,” Wilbur told him, 
digging under his shirt and pulling out the necklace to show him. 


Tommy’s eyes widened. Then, his expression crumpled. 
Wilbur,” he sobbed, and Wilbur rushed forward to grab him as he broke down. 


Icy water wrapped around Wilbur’s legs, but he paid it no mind as he grabbed Tommy and 
held him as close as he could. Once again, he was startled by how warm Tommy was, and 
buried his face in Tommy’s hair as the boy cried into Wilbur’s shoulder. 


“T-I’ve missed you so fucking much,” Tommy stuttered, his voice muffled by Wilbur’s 
sweater. 


“I’ve missed you too,” Wilbur whispered, hugging Tommy as tightly as he could. 


The waves came and went. Wilbur let Tommy cry himself out, ignoring the way something 
inside of him was tugged along every time the waves receded back into the ocean. In the 
distance, the forest continued to loom, and Wilbur wondered if the rustling leaves had always 
been that loud. 


After a few minutes, Tommy pulled back, but stayed pressed against Wilbur’s side. 
“So do you remember everything again?” Tommy asked in a weak voice. 
Wilbur sighed. “I don’t remember everything. But I know you’re important to me.” 


Wincing, Tommy took a shaky breath, before forcing himself to nod. “Um, yeah. Some 
people- well, sometimes people would even say we were like brothers.” 


Brothers. The word lodged itself in Wilbur’s throat, falling down into his chest and settling 
like a thorn in his heart. The title fit perfectly. It was exactly the word he’d been searching for 
when he wanted to tell Niki what Tommy was like. 


The response slipped out of his mouth without thinking about it. 


“Don’t say that, I'll cry,” he said, repeating the mantra he knew he’d said dozens of times 
before. 


Whipping his head up, Tommy stared at Wilbur in shock. Wilbur gave him a small smile, and 
Tommy nodded with tears building in his eyes again. 


Before he could say anything though, the waves washed over their legs again, and Tommy 
stiffened. 


“Shit, okay, I need to stop wasting time,” Tommy said, shaking his head like he was shaking 
himself off. “Wilbur, I’m not dead, okay?” 


Wilbur clenched his jaw. “I want to believe you, but I literally saw-” he cut himself off, 
wincing at the thought of even saying the words out loud. 


Tommy, thankfully, knew what he was talking about. “That’s not me,” he insisted, turning so 
he was facing Wilbur head on, his grey-blue eyes boring into Wilbur’s. “I don’t know what 
the fuck that thing you found is, but it’s a fake body or some shit because I’m alive. I know I 
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am. 
“But how do you know that?” Wilbur asked, furrowing his brows. 


Tommy frowned. He was silent for a moment, glancing around as if he was looking for 
something he could use to prove to Wilbur he was alive. 


Then, he was grabbing Wilbur’s hand, and Wilbur startled as Tommy pressed his palm to his 
chest. 


“My heart’s beating, Wil,” Tommy told him, pressing his hand hard against his chest. “You 
can feel it.” 


And... he was right. Wilbur could feel the steady thump thump thump under his palm. While 
Wilbur could just brush it off as the dream making him feel a heartbeat when there was none 
—well, Wilbur wanted to believe it was actually Tommy’s heartbeat more than anything. 


There was more to it though. It was strange. The longer he left his hand on Tommy’s chest, 
the more he felt like he was digging his fingers into warm dirt. 


The rustling leaves from the forest had gotten louder. 


“Okay, but if you’re alive then where are you?” Wilbur asked, not moving his hand away 
from Tommy’s chest. 


Tommy winced. “I’m...” he opened his mouth to say something, but no sound came out. 
Frown deepening, he tried again. “I’m in the-” he was cut off by a loud cough, and Wilbur 
felt it reverberate through his chest. 


“You can’t tell me, can you?” 


Nodding, Tommy slumped forward so he was resting his forehead on Wilbur’s shoulder. “I 
don’t think I can. But you know where I am, Wil.” 


It was the same thing Tommy had said in the first dream. That Wilbur knew where he was. 


Sighing, Wilbur wrapped an arm around Tommy to pull him close again. The wind grew 
stronger, and Wilbur buried his face into Tommy’s hair. He took a deep breath to steady the 
pounding of his own heart, when he recognized the smell Tommy was carrying on him. 


It was the smell of wet earth after a storm. Soft wildflowers blowing in the breeze. Something 
damp, natural, and full of life. 


The leaves from the forest rustled louder. Wilbur lifted his head again, and the connections 
fell into place. 


“I know where you are,” Wilbur said, eyes darting between Tommy’s face and the forest. 
“T’m going to find you, okay?” 


“Do you promise?” Tommy asked in a small voice. 


Gently resting a hand on the back of Tommy’s neck, Wilbur leaned down to press their 
foreheads together. He squeezed his eyes shut, taking another deep breath, and embracing the 
smell of grass after a rainstorm. 


“T promise, Tommy.” 
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Eyes flying open to stare at his plain white ceiling, Wilbur knew exactly where he needed to 
go. 


The forest. That’s where Tommy was. 


Since that first morning when he’d found Tommy’s body, the forest had been calling to him. 
Watching him. Waiting to see if he would figure out what secrets it held. Wilbur hadn’t 
wanted to get near it, and even now the thought of going there made his heart leap into his 
throat. 


But none of that mattered. If he was right and Tommy was there, he was going to tear that 
whole fucking place apart to get him back. 


Wilbur didn’t bother making himself coffee this time. He scrambled out of bed, not even 
bothering to check the time as he threw some clothes on and snatched his keys off the 
counter. Before he left though, he grabbed his neck to make sure the necklace was still there. 


The metal was cool against his flushed hand. The crown pendant was a comforting weight, 
and Wilbur breathed a sigh of relief before stepping out of his front door. 


It was still raining from the day before. Fat, icy raindrops rolled down his sweater as he made 
his way through the parking lot and to his car. The sky above his head was a roiling mess of 
dark grey clouds, and in the distance, Wilbur could see lightning flashing on the horizon. 


This storm was going to be a bad one. Hopefully he could get Tommy out before it hit. 


As he drove the familiar route to the forest, Wilbur picked up his phone with one hand and 
glanced at the screen briefly to pick out a familiar contact. He pressed the call button, and 
held the phone up to his ear as he used his other hand to change lanes. 


“Wilbur?” Quackity’s confused voice answered after a few rings. 


“Quackity, hey man, glad you picked up,” Wilbur started without preamble. “I’m having a 
hard time remembering all those stories we used to tell each other about the forest. Can you 
remind me of them?” 


“Wh- Wilbur, what the fuck? It’s, like, ten in the morning! Why do you need to know about 
the forest?” 


“T can’t really explain, I just need to remember what we used to say about it,” Wilbur said, his 
heart pounding in his ears. 


There was silence on the other end for a moment. 
“Quackity, please,” Wilbur pleaded. 
That seemed to do the trick, because after another few beats, he heard Quackity sigh. 


“Fine. But you owe me an explanation later, Soot,” Quackity told him. “I know I mentioned 
this the other day, but we used to say shit like if you went into the forest after dark and pissed 
off a certain tree, the ground would swallow you whole. Also if you entered the forest a 
second time after pissing the tree off, it would mark you for death.” 


Wilbur nodded. “Yeah, I remember that. What was the stuff about connecting people?” 


Quackity paused, and Wilbur could imagine his frown as he tried to remember the same story 
Wilbur could only vaguely recall. “It was some shit like if you enter the forest with someone 
else and only one of you comes out, the one left behind will show up in your dreams.” 


Shit. That sounded familiar alright. 


“Was there anything else? Maybe, like, why the forest would try to eat people or whatever 
the fuck?” 


“Man, I don’t fucking know!” Quackity exclaimed. “Wil, seriously, why the hell do you need 
to know this stuff? Are you planning on taking a scary tour of the forest or something?” 


“Something like that,” Wilbur said, already reaching for the hang up button. “Thanks 
Quackity, I owe you one.” 


“Wait, Wil-” 


Quackity’s voice was cut off as Wilbur ended the call. While Wilbur still wasn’t sure what 
exactly was going on with the forest and how it related to Tommy showing up in his dreams, 


it seemed like the stories they had passed around between sips of vodka as teenagesr were 
more true than any of them originally thought. 


Wilbur thought about the whole ‘being marked for death’ thing that came with a second visit 
to the forest. Maybe that should scare him. Maybe he was marked for death and if he entered 
that forest again, he wouldn’t come out. But he couldn’t bring himself. All he could think 
about was Tommy. About his best friend—his brother—being trapped in there somehow. 


He had made a promise to find Tommy. Wilbur wasn’t going to break that promise. 


As he turned off the highway and onto the dirt road that led to the forest parking lot, he 
brought a hand up to rub at the pendant again. It was then another memory flashed in his 
mind. 


Salt-laden wind whipped at his hair, making Wilbur curse under his breath as he struggled to 
light his cigarette. 


The sun had set long ago. Wilbur hadn t been able to sleep, so he’d found himself wandering 
to the beach to watch the waves until he got tired. The ocean š rhythmic roar and pull lulled 
him into a sense of calm he normally couldn t find. It quieted his mind, giving him space to 
breathe, just for a moment. 


As he finally got the flame to catch, he lit the cigarette, slumping down further against the 
sand as the familiar bitterness washed over his tongue. He watched the grey smoke curl up in 
small plumes in front of his face, reaching up to the twinkling stars above his head. 


Wilbur hated this town. Every second he spent here made him feel more and more like a 
stranger in his own skin. Like he was living past his own expiration date. Like he was 
supposed to leave long ago, but now he’d missed his time slot and was stuck in a state of 
perpetual limbo. 


But the stars... Wilbur would never tire of the stars here. 


Suddenly, there were shuffling footsteps beside him. Wilbur glanced to his left to see a 
teenager crouching down next to him. 


“Hey man, mind if I bum one of those off of you?” The teenager asked. 


He was young. Probably only sixteen or seventeen at the most. Curly blonde hair was ruffled 
by the ocean breeze, and even in the dark gloom of night, Wilbur could see he had bright blue 
eyes illuminated by the moon above their heads. 


“You're too young to be smoking, ” Wilbur told him, even though he’d picked up his own 
cigarette habit when he was sixteen. 


The boy scowled at that. “Fuck off! I’m plenty old enough to smoke a damn cigarette.” 


Wilbur huffed and shook his head. “Trust me, kid. You don t want this habit. Its just a drain 
on your wallet and nothing good comes from it.” 


“Then why the hell do you do it?” The boy asked, fully sitting down on the sand. 


“Because I didn t have anyone to tell me not to when I was your age, ” Wilbur explained, 
taking another long drag and blowing it out towards the sea. “Why do you wanna smoke 
anyway? The only time I smoked when I was a kid was when I was hanging out with friends. 
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The boy s scowl faded to something more akin to embarrassment, and he shrugged as he 
stared at the sand. “I dunno, just seems like something to do. ” 


A distraction. The kid wanted a distraction. 


Considering he was at the beach in the middle of the night, it wasn t out of left field for 
Wilbur to assume the kid was struggling with something. Maybe it was a fight he had with his 
parents, maybe he got dumped, or maybe he was just in one of those moods all teeangers get 
in. Where it feels like you’re being buried alive by the weight of all the expectations placed 
on your shoulders, and nothing you can say or do will stop the crushing pressure of time from 


suffocating you. 


Either way, Wilbur understood. He understood that feeling all too well. 


“I’m Wilbur. Whats your name?” Wilbur asked, taking one last drag of his cigarette before 
stomping it out with his boot into the sand. 


The kid shrugged. “Tommy. ” 
“Do your parents know you’re out this late?” 


Tommy scowled again, and Wilbur wondered if that was his default expression. “They don t 
care where I am. I could stay out all night and they wouldnt say anything. ” 


Sympathy panged in his chest for Tommy, but at the same time, he was also worried at how 
easily he had given Wilbur, a complete stranger, the knowledge that no one was looking for 
him. 


“You shouldnt tell strangers that,” Wilbur told him, folding his hands in front of him. “Dont 
they teach you stranger danger shit like that in school?” 


Tommy snorted. “If you wanna try and kidnap me you can, but I'll fucking bite you.” 
Wilbur let out a startled laugh at this. “The fuck are you? A raccoon?” 


“Maybe,” Tommy shot back, a genuine smile flickering over his face now. “For all you know 
I could have rabies.” 


More laughter rattled through Wilbur 5 chest again, and he tried to remember the last time 
someone had made him laugh like that. 


“How about instead of you giving me rabies, we walk down to the corner store over there 
where there are more people around, and I'll buy you a can of soda or something,” Wilbur 


offered. 


Tommy frowned, suspicion suddenly clouding his gaze. “Why?” 


“Because you look like you need a distraction, and I think I could use one too,” Wilbur 
explained, pushing to his feet. 


He held out a hand towards Tommy—a silent offer. 
Tommy stared at the hand for a moment. 
Then, he took it. And that was that. 


Wilbur reached the forest parking lot with the taste of that cigarette still lingering in his 
mouth. He remembered that after they’d left the beach, the two had gone to the corner store 
and Wilbur had bought them both snacks. They’d sat at one of the benches outside the store, 
drinking and eating while they chatted about their lives. 


They’d gone their separate ways after that. But the very next day, Tommy had waltzed right 
into the diner, eyes going wide when he saw Wilbur behind the counter. After that, he’d made 
it a point to come into the diner regularly to ‘bother’ Wilbur during his shifts, but it wasn’t 
exactly bothersome because Wilbur had looked forward to chatting with Tommy while he 
worked. 


From there, the rest was history. 


Staring at the forest through his car windshield, Wilbur could feel that same tugging in his 
chest he’d felt before. Something was pulling him towards the trees and their shadows. 
Something wanted him to go inside, to let himself be swallowed by the darkness. 


The pendant was warm against his chest. Although looking at the forest head on made the fog 
return to his mind, holding onto the pendant helped clear it away once more. 


Wilbur climbed out of the car. He stopped fighting against the tugging, instead letting his feet 
lead him away from the parking lot and towards a dirt path that led into the trees. 


Rain drops were still falling against his head, plastering his hair to his forehead and soaking 
his sweater till the fabric clung uncomfortably to his body. When he stepped onto the dirt 
path, the smell of wet earth filled his nose again, just like when he had hugged Tommy in the 
dream. 


Ignoring the anxiety racing through his veins like electricity, Wilbur let himself be pulled into 
the forest. 


The forest itself wasn’t as ominous on the inside as it seemed from the outside. Spindly tree 
branches covered in bushy, dark leaves sheltered Wilbur from the worst of the rain. His boots 
squished against damp leaves, and pale light from the clouds above filtered in from the 
canopy above his head. 


The tugging in his chest urged him to go deeper. He reached the end of the main trail, but 
kept walking anyway. Thorny bushes caught his pant legs, but he kept walking, refusing to 
turn around because he was getting closer, he could feel it. 


It was like there was an invisible string tied around his chest. One that had been pulling on 
him for the past week, and now it was finally starting to go slack. The pressure was lessening, 
and Wilbur kept a firm grip on the pendant in his hand as the forest around him got darker 
and darker. 


Leaves rustled in the wind like whispers he wasn’t supposed to hear. If Wilbur didn’t focus 
too much on the sounds, he could’ve sworn the breeze actually sounded like real voices. 
Incoherent, breathy voices that seemed to be asking him something. Begging him, even. 


As the invisible string got more and more slack, Wilbur remembered the last time he’d been 
in this forest. 


” Wilbur, c'mon! We gotta go further in!” Tommy yelled, hopping between the bushes and 
ducking under tree branches. 


“T still don t understand why we’re in here,” Wilbur said, frowning as he narrowly avoided 
getting smacked in the face with another branch. “I told you this place creeps me out. ” 


“Well, it doesn t creep me out!” Tommy declared with a wide grin. “I don t know how to 
explain it, Wil, but it wants me here. I can feel it.” 


“Maybe that’s not a good thing?” Wilbur suggested, trying to keep his voice level even as his 
heart rate picked up. 


He didn t believe in all those scary stories about the forest. They were just folk tales made up 
to scare the freshman. It was ridiculous for him to be nervous about being in the forest, but 
unease itched at his skin. This place was wrong. 


“Tommy, I think we should head back,” Wilbur called out, noticing Tommy was far ahead of 
him now. 


“Stop being such a pussy, Wilbur!” Tommy teased, jumping onto the large, tentacle-like roots 
of a gnarled oak tree. “This place is awesome!” 


Wilbur clenched his jaw. “Tommy, please, we need to go.” 


Tommy huffed and hopped off the tree roots. “If you’re gonna be such a big baby then just 
stay there.” 


“No, I’m not leaving you alone in here, ” Wilbur argued, taking another step through the 
bushes. 


“Relax! I see a clearing up ahead! I’m just gonna go check it out and I'll be right back,” 
Tommy reassured him. 


Before Wilbur could protest this, Tommy was already sprinting ahead, disappearing into the 
shadows between the tree trunks. 


Wilbur, who was panting from trying to avoid stepping into thorny bushes, frowned and kept 
trudging forward. He reached the oak tree, leaning against the trunk to take a breather as he 


searched for Tommy 8 bright golden hair in the distance. 


He could distantly hear Tommy 5 laughter, and the sound of branches being crushed under 
shoes. Listening to the sounds of Tommy running ahead, Wilbur tried to remind himself it was 
okay, it was just a forest. Nothing more, nothing less. As long as Tommy didn t get attacked by 
a goddamn wolf or something, they’d be fine. 


Suddenly, there was a scream. 
“WILBUR!” Tommy shouted. 


It wasn t the joyout or teasing shouts Tommy had been yelling out before. No, this time, 
Tommy 5 voice was edged with panic. Pure, unfiltered panic. 


“Tommy!” Wilbur yelled back, pushing off the tree and running in the direction Tommy had 
disappeared in. “Where are you?!” 


“T’m over here!” Tommy called, his voice echoing between the trees. “Help! It’s fucking got 
me!” 


“I’m coming, Tommy!” Wilbur shouted, running through the trees as fast he could. 


His heart was pounding in his ears. His lungs were burning, and branches whipped across 
his face. He could taste blood on his tongue, and his panic was so encompassing, it was like 
a vice had wrapped around his chest. 


“Wilbur, please!” Tommy 5 cries were getting muffled now, and Wilbur s head was spinning 
as he tried to figure out where his voice was coming from. 


It was like Tommy 5 voice was being echoed in the wind. He sounded like he was to Wilbur s 
right, but also behind him, but also in front of him. Wilbur whipped his head around, trying to 
figure out where the hell Tommy had gone. 


“Tommy! Where are you?” 

“Help!” Tommy shouted again, this time from Wilbur 5 left. “Its going to-”’ 
He was cut off mid sentence. 

Wilbur s heart dropped into his stomach. 


“Tommy?” Wilbur shouted, moving to the left. Somehow, it was as if the forest had gotten 
darker, the branches hanging lower than they had before. “Tommy, where are you? ” 


There was no response. 


Wilbur ran face first into a low hanging branch. He yelped when he felt it cut across his 
cheek, and when he brought his hand up to his face, he could see there was blood on his 


fingertips. 


Shit. Where the hell was he? 


Wilbur s head whipped around, trying to figure out what direction he was going in. He 
needed to find where he went. He needed to find... 


Wait, who was he looking for? 


Pausing, Wilbur frowned as he stared at his hands, eyeing the blood smeared across his 
palms. He had been looking for someone. He had come to the forest with someone, and now 
they were gone and he was... 


The fog descended on his mind like a blanket. It wrapped his thoughts in cotton, slowing him 
down until he was struggling to remember how he’d even gotten to the forest in the first 
place. 


He wasn t supposed to be here. Why the hell had he come here again? 


Wilbur caught his breath, twisting his fingers in his hair as he tried to think of why he’d come 
to the forest. He hated the forest. Always had. It made no sense for him to be here. 


He should leave. Before something bad happened. 


Ina daze, Wilbur turned and headed back in the direction of the dirt path. There was 
something nagging in the back of his mind, telling him that he was forgetting something 
important. But the harder he tried to focus on what he was missing, the quicker his thoughts 
slipped between his fingers. It was like trying to grab water. An impossible task that just 
made him more and more frustrated the more it went on. 


That night, Wilbur would drive home to his apartment in a haze. He would pass out in bed, 
and wake up early the next morning before the sun rose. When he got up to make himself 
coffee, he would have the strangest urge to watch the sunrise at the beach. 


Stopping in his tracks, Wilbur gasped as the memories flashed through his mind. That next 
morning was when he found Tommy’s body. Something had been telling him to go to the 
beach, but the more he thought about it, the more he realized it had been telling him to go to 
the forest. 


Wilbur’s subconscious had been trying to get him to go back for Tommy this whole time. 
Wilbur had just been too stupid to realize it until now. 


“Well, Pm back now,” Wilbur whispered, and he wasn’t sure who he was speaking to. Was it 
to the wind still whispering pleas in his ears? Was it to Tommy, who he could just feel was 
somewhere nearby? Or was it to the forest itself, telling it that it’s plan hadn’t worked, Wilbur 
had come back for Tommy and he wouldn’t be leaving without his little brother. 


Maybe it was to all three. Or maybe Wilbur was just talking to himself. He really wasn’t sure 
anymore. 


He kept walking. 


It was strange. Wilbur could feel the forest trying to make fog descend over his mind. His 
thoughts kept bouncing around in strange directions, urging him to go back the way he came, 
to question why he was doing this when he already hated the forest so much. 


But then he’d squeeze the pendant, and Tommy’s face would flash in his mind again. He was 
here for Tommy. That was the one thing he couldn’t forget. He promised. 


Soon, Wilbur could see the gnarled oak tree from before. The one that teenagers had always 
said was cursed. The one Tommy had jumped on before running off towards the clearing, 
only to disappear into thin air. 


The tugging stopped. The invisible string fell to the ground, leaving Wilbur without any sense 
for where he should go from here. 


”Lay down, ” the wind whispered into his ears. Rest your eyes.” 


Strangely enough, Wilbur’s eyes were growing heavy again the longer he stood in the forest. 
Kneeling down, he pressed his hand against the moss and dirt, and felt a steady thump thump 
thump against his palm. 


Tommy’s heartbeat. 


Tommy was nearby, and if Wilbur wanted to find out where he was, he was probably going to 
have to talk to him again. 


Although he was nervous that if he fell asleep here, he’d be swallowed by the moss and dirt 
and never come up for air, the pendant clutched in his hand helped calm his racing heart. The 
crown would keep him safe. He had to trust that, because he was at a dead end, and 
something was pulling his limbs down down down—begging him to close his eyes and sleep. 


Resting his head on the soft moss, Wilbur ran his fingers over the warm metal of the pendant. 
A few scattered rain drops made it through the canopy of leaves above him, and Wilbur fell 
asleep to the cool drops hitting his cheeks. 


v 


Wilbur opened his eyes, and he was back on the beach. 


They were right next to the border between the sand and the dirt of the forest now. Tommy 
was still sitting in the waves, but Wilbur could see other things about him now that he hadn’t 
been able to see before. 


There was dirt streaked across his cheeks and caked under his nails. Delicate, springy flowers 
were blooming from his arms and hair. When he let out a shaky breath, Wilbur could hear 
leaves rustle in time with it. 


“How do I find you?” Wilbur asked, grabbing Tommy by the shoulders and turning him to 
meet his eyes. 


“You're literally so fucking close, I can feel you, Wil,” Tommy told him, grabbing his wrists 
with his dirt-covered hands. “You just gotta listen for me.” 


Wilbur put a hand on Tommy’s chest, feeling the steady thump thump thump of his heart. 


“T’m not going to leave you there again,” Wilbur said, already feeling himself being tugged 
back to the waking world. 


Tommy squeezed his hand. “I believe you. Now hurry up and get me out of here!” 
The waves rushed over their legs again. 


The water was ice cold. 


v 


Wilbur woke up with a gasp. He bolted upright, feeling weeds and flowers rip off his arms 
from where they’d been wrapping around him while he slept. 


The sky above his head was dark now. His clothes were soaked, and he was shivering 
violently. The rain was still coming down in buckets, and now the wind was no longer a 
gentle whisper in his ears. Instead, the wind was now howling, blowing the warmth straight 
out of him with a vengeance. 


He pressed his hand against the dirt again. Sure enough, there was still the steady thump 
thump thump underneath the moss and earth. 


Stumbling to his feet, Wilbur ignored the wind pulling at him, screaming at him to lay down 
again and let the moss swallow him whole. The necklace was burning hot in his hand now, 
and he gripped it tightly, letting the pain keep him focused. 


Wilbur rushed over to the oak tree. There was a patch of wildflowers leading away from the 
tentacle roots, trailing down the way Tommy had disappeared. Wilbur followed the 
wildflowers like a path, the heartbeat growing louder in his ears with every step. 


Finally, he found the clearing. The trees opened up into a dark meadow, with a single tree that 
looked like it had fallen over decades ago. Moss climbed up the trunk, invading it like a 
parasite, rotting away the wood until it was pocketed with holes. 


Stepping out from under the canopy of the trees, more fat raindrops poured down on him. His 
clothes were already soaked through, so he barely noticed as he knelt down in front of the 
tree trunk, noticing a strange patch where the pink and yellow wildflowers clustered in front 
of it. 


Pressing his hand down on the earth, the heartbeat was louder than ever before. 
So Wilbur did the only thing he could do. 


He began to dig. 


He dug his shaking hands into the warm, wet earth and pulled it out clump by clump. 
Wildflowers scattered the ground around him like corpses, covered with dirt where Wilbur 
had ripped them out by the roots. 


The wind picked up around him. The howling was so loud, he could barely hear himself 
think. It didn’t like what he was doing, and was screaming at him to stop. But Wilbur didn’t 
listen to it. Whenever the fog started to creep into the edges of his mind, he gripped the 
necklace again, and the burn against his palm cleared his head enough for him to continue. 


He dug. He dug and he dug and he dug. His hands were nearly black with how much dirt was 
on them. His sweater had been gold, but now it was a putrid shade of yellow-brown. 


It didn’t matter. He had to keep digging. 


His arms ached. His breath was coming out in ragged puffs. But finally, finally, he got a 
glimpse of something that wasn’t just dirt. 


Bright blue fabric. It was stained by dirt, but Wilbur recognized the sweatshirt Tommy had 
been wearing that night. 


He yanked more dirt up. There was one of Tommy’s hands, pale and strangely warm just like 
it had been in the dream. 


“Tommy?” Wilbur asked as he continued to rip up the dirt by where he guessed Tommy’s 
head was. “Tommy, can you hear me?!” 


He ripped away more flowers, and finally, Tommy’s face came into view. His cheeks were 
streaked with mud, and dirt covered his eyes, but it was him. 


“Tommy,” Wilbur breathed, reaching a mud-covered hand down to touch Tommy’s cheek. 
“Wake up, Toms. You need to get up.” 


For several heart pounding seconds, Tommy didn’t move. 
Was he dead? Was Wilbur too late, and Tommy had suffocated in the forest? 


But before his panic could well up inside of him too much, Tommy’s eyes flew open, and he 
lurched upright with a gasp. 


Wilbur yanked him out of the rest of his burial mound as Tommy began to cough up large 
clods of dirt. He patted Tommy’s back, his heart racing in his ears almost as loudly as the 
wind howling around them. 


“It’s okay,” Wilbur reassured him as he hacked up all the dirt in his lungs. “I got you. I’m 
right here.” 


Relief flooded through Wilbur, and it was the sweetest thing he thought he’d ever felt. 
Tommy was alive. He was alive, he was breathing, and now he was back in Wilbur’s arms. 
His little brother was okay. 


After nearly a minute of coughing, Tommy finally sucked in a huge gulp of air. When he 
looked up at Wilbur, his eyes were a brighter shade of blue than Wilbur ever remembered 
them being. 


“You found me,” Tommy whispered in a hoarse voice. 
“T promised you, didn’t I?” 


There was a beat of silence as Tommy stared at him in shock. Then, he was lunging forward, 
wrapping his arms around Wilbur’s chest and Wilbur almost laughed as he hugged Tommy 
back. 


Wilbur wanted to cry. He actually did end up shedding a few tears as he pulled his little 
brother close, murmuring “I’m sorry,” over and over again as Tommy sobbed into his shirt. 


They were both covered in mud. The rain was still coming down in buckets on top of their 
heads. Tommy shivered and curled closer to Wilbur, and Wilbur wrapped him in his arms as 
he best he could. 


Suddenly, there was a deafening crack in the sky, and Wilbur glanced up right as lightning 
struck one of the trees in the forest not too far from them. Both him and Tommy winced and 
covered their ears, while the howling wind only got louder. 


“We need to leave,” Wilbur said, already struggling to his feet. 


He pulled Tommy up with him, and Tommy nearly fell over when he put weight on his legs. 
Wilbur wrapped an arm around him to hold him upright, and Tommy grimaced as he 
straightened up. 


“Fucking hell, you get buried alive for a week and suddenly you can’t fucking walk,” Tommy 
complained, shaking his head. 


“We can worry about that later. I think we need to get the fuck out of here,” Wilbur said, 
having to shout to be heard over the rain. 


The pendant was practically burning a hole through Wilbur’s shirt now as he dragged Tommy 
out of the clearing. The wind screamed in his ears, and this time he was able to hear exactly 
what it was telling him. 


”YOU CAN’T TAKE HIM FROM US!” 


“Oh yes I fucking can!” Wilbur shouted back, barely ducking in time as a stray branch flew 
right for his head. 


They stumbled back into the trees together. It was even worse there, with the wind rattling 
every single tree branch and things flying around them almost like they were in a tornado. 
Wilbur dragged Tommy back towards the gnarled oak tree, and Wilbur could feel it watching 
him as the pendant got impossibly hotter. 


Stopping in front of the oak tree, Wilbur kept Tommy tucked under his arm with one hand, 
while he used the other to yank the pendant off. 


“You want something? Then take this!” He yelled at the oak tree. 


He chucked the necklace into the tangle of roots, and watched it disappear into the shadowy 
depths in seconds. 


The wind grew louder, but the fog didn’t encroach on his mind again. 
“Let’s go, Tommy,” Wilbur said, trying to yank him away from the oak tree. 


“Why the fuck are you talking to the tree?!” Tommy yelled as he stumbled after Wilbur, 
regaining more of his strength with every second. 


“Because the tree wants you and I’m not letting it have you!” Wilbur shouted back. 


Tommy’s eyes widened as he stared at the tree for a moment. Then, he pressed himself 
against Wilbur again, and didn’t fight when Wilbur tugged him back towards the path. 


The two sprinted down the dirt path, and Wilbur could hear trees crashing down behind them. 
The necklace might’ ve been enough not to lose his memories again, but the forest had 
claimed Tommy and it was pissed it couldn’t have him. 


Wilbur didn’t give a shit. He was done giving a shit about this forest. Hell, he was done 
giving a shit about this entire town. 


With screaming muscles and aching lungs, the two finally made it out of the forest. Wilbur 
could see the storm was everywhere now, blowing leaves and branches around the parking 
lot, and looking out onto the ocean showed Wilbur a wall of darkness only lit up by the 
occasional lightning strike over the water. 


Tommy hopped into the passenger seat of the car while Wilbur jumped behind the wheel. 
They were both filthy and his car was definitely going to be stained after this, but he didn’t 
care. He just turned on the engine and peeled out of the parking lot at a speed that was 
definitely illegal, and turned onto the highway without a second thought. 


Rain pounded on his windshield. Wilbur turned on the wipers and pressed down on the gas. 
He wanted to get away from the forest as fast as possible. 


A few minutes passed in silence, both Wilbur and Tommy just panting to catch their breath. 
When Wilbur realized Tommy was shivering, he turned on the heating full blast, and they 
both sighed in relief as warmth filled the air. 


Finally, after a few minutes of driving, Tommy frowned. 


“Why aren’t we going to your place?” Tommy asked, noticing when Wilbur missed his usual 
highway exit. 


Wilbur huffed out a bitter laugh. “I’m fucking done with this town. Aren’t you?” 


Tommy gulped and glanced behind them. Through the back windshield, Wilbur could see the 
dark storm clouds circling above the town. 


The forest was angry that Tommy had been taken from it, and it seemed like it was going to 
take its wrath out on the town. 


Wilbur didn’t care. Maybe he should’ve cared, but he couldn’t bring himself to anymore. He 
was sick of that place. He was sick of the diner, he was sick of his apartment, and he was sick 
of trying to fit himself into a life he didn’t want. 


That town was a coffin for Wilbur, and it would’ve been a coffin for Tommy too if he stayed 
there. Wilbur had been afraid of leaving before, afraid of change and how it could all go 
wrong, but he was done being afraid of that type of shit. He had Tommy back, and that was 
all he needed now. 


“Yeah,” Tommy finally agreed after a minute, his voice strangely soft. “I’m done with this 
place.” 


They passed the sign telling them they were at the town limit. Wilbur blasted by it without a 
second thought, only speeding up as he left his hometown behind him. 


Phil could take care of himself. That had always been the problem between them, actually. 
Wilbur needed Phil more than Phil needed him, even if he never wanted to admit it to 
himself. 


But now Wilbur was ready to properly leave the nest. After all, if he ever saw that forest 
again, he might have a full on mental breakdown. 


The silence was deafening between him and Tommy, so Wilbur turned up the radio, just to 
see what was going on. 


”Massive hurricane heading our way, board your windows and expect severe damage-”’ 


Wilbur turned off the radio just as fast. He didn’t miss the way Tommy shrunk down in his 
seat at the announcement. 


Picking up his phone with one hand, Wilbur went to his recent calls and pressed the one he 
was looking for. Putting the phone on speaker, Tommy frowned as it rang, and Wilbur gave 
him a reassuring look. 


“Hey Wil, how are you doing?” Niki answered immediately. 
Wilbur smiled at the sound of her voice. “I’m doing great, actually.” 
Niki paused for a moment, seemingly surprised. “Oh, really? Did you find-” 


“T found him,” Wilbur finished for her. “He’s safe with me, and I was actually wondering if I 
could take you up on that offer to stay with you now.” 


“Tonight?” Niki asked, the confusion evident in her tone. 


“Yup, it’s a bit last minute, but we wanted to get out of town fast,” Wilbur explained, eyeing 
the lightning flashing behind them. “Is that okay?” 


“Oh, yeah, that’s totally fine! Are you driving up?” 
“Yeah, so it'll take us a few hours to get there.” 


Niki laughed, and it was one of the nicest things Wilbur had heard in days. “Of course that’s 
fine. I'll have everything made up for you both when you get here.” 


“Thank you, Niki,” Wilbur said, trying to inject as much sincerity into his voice as he could 
while warmth flooded his chest. 


“It’s no problem, Wil. I’m excited to meet Tommy.” 
There was no static anymore, and Wilbur breathed a sigh of relief. 


“I can’t wait for you guys to meet too,” Wilbur said, glancing at Tommy who was staring at 
him with wide eyes. “I’m gonna go now, but I'll see you soon.” 


“Drive safe, Wil!” 
And with that, he hung up and put his phone back in his pocket. 


“Niki’s an old friend of mine,” Wilbur explained softly to Tommy. “She’s really nice, and she 
has a little brother around your age. I think you guys will get along.” 


Tommy glanced back at the town that was growing smaller and smaller behind them. He 
pursed his lips, blinking a few times as he rubbed more dirt out of his eyes. 


After a few beats of silence, he nodded. 
“Okay, I trust you, Wilbur.” 


Wilbur flashed him a smile. “You better,” he teased gently. “You’re my partner in crime after 
all.” 


Tommy’s smile was weak, but the fact that it was there at all was more than enough for 
Wilbur. “Crime boys on tour.” 


“Crime boys on tour,” Wilbur repeated, turning back to face the road. 


With that, Tommy laid his head down on the center console of the car. Wilbur reached over 
and started carding his fingers through Tommy’s hair absentmindedly, gently trying to get the 
dirt chunks out where he could. 


At one point, his finger ran across something that wasn’t dirt but also wasn’t hair. Glancing 
down, Wilbur could see a small, white flower blooming from Tommy’s head, and he 
wondered if Tommy knew about it. 


Wilbur decided not to say anything. That was something they could deal with another day. 


They had all the time in the world now, after all. 


Chapter End Notes 


alright, so I know I didn't give a lot of answers for what was going on and that was 
intentional. as the author I know what went down fully, but I couldn't really fit in a good 
place for tommy and wilbur to find out in a way that felt natural. I hope you guys don't 
mind, but if you do wanna know explanations for all this wild shit I might talk about it 
on my discord server hehe 


but either way I really hope you guys enjoyed!! I really loved writing this, and i'm 
actually working on another crimeboys horror piece already so keep an eye out for that 


;) 


edit: btw I got a few people asking if I was gonna make a playlist of this, and while I 
didn't have one while I was writing it, since so many seemed interested I went ahead and 
made one anyway! check it out here! 


please let me know what you thought of the ending and everything down in the 
comments! I don't reply to most but I read them all and they really make my day <3 


I have a discord server for my fics! come check it out if you wanna ask me stuff about 
my writing! https://discord.gg/HF4z3SqUgE 


hmu on tumblr and twitter @bonesandthebees 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


